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Page 27. line l. for yu rhrooil^ ttMAy9iir broad, ^ 

Page 55. line 13. forjwirr KmifferdoHngf rctid jou Kmffirdolinii 

Ibid, not, for Rotma and^ read Rotmau and. 

Page 45. nor. after iM<xtf^, 9dd niatioM ly. 

Ibid, after <45fr. add 1737. 

Page 107. line 3. for j^u homur^ read jtmht bcnour. 

Page 121. line 17. fot gnom arrogant^ tt^A groom arrogmt* 

Page 165. not. line 9. for v«»^ciy, read «r«»{iiv. 

Page 182. not. line 6. fox uHinteUigibUt read iaftlligiiU* 

Page 239. for ^r^/ III. read ^rnv V. 

Page 328. line 17. for Tot art, read Tvoart* 
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ALCHEMIST. 



C O M ED Y. 

Firft A6kcd in the Year i6io^ 
By the KING's Majefty's Servants. 



With the Allowance of the Mafter of Revels* 



petere indecoronam^ 



Unde prius nulls velarint tempera Mufie. 

LUCRET. 



Vol. p. 



<: 



T O T H E 

Lady moft dcferving her Name and Blood, 

Mary Lady Wroth. 

Madam, 

IN the age of facrifices, the truth of religion was not 
in the greatnefs and fat of the oflerings, but in the 
devotion and zeal of the facrificers : elfe what could a 
handful of gums have done in the fight of a he- 
catomb ? or how might I appear at this altar, except 
with thofe affedtions that no lefs love the light and 
witnefs, than they have the confctence of your virtue ? 
If what I offer bear an acceptable odour, and hold the 
iirft ftrength, it is your value of it, which remembers 
where, when, and to whom it was kindled. Other- 
wife, as the times are, there comes rarely forth that 
thing {o full of authority or example, but by aflidui- 
ty and cuftom grows kfs, and lofes. This, yet, fafe in 
your judgment (which is a Sidney's) is forbidden to 
fpeak more, left it talk or look like one of the am« 
bitious faces of the time, who the more they paint, are 
the h& themfclves. 

Your Ladyfliip's true Honourer, 



BEN, JONSON. 
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The PERSOKsof the Play. 

• • • • « 

Subtle, the Alchemill. 

Face, the Houfe-keeper. 

DoL Common, their QoUeague. 

Papper, a Clerk. 

Drugger, a Tobacco-man. 

JuOVE-wiT, Mafterqfthe Houfe^ 

Epicure Mammon, a Knight. 

Surrey, a Gaoiefter. 

Tribulation, a Pallor of Amfterdan)« 

Ananias, a Deacon there. 

Kastrill, the angry Boy. 

Da. Pliant, his S^^r, ^ Widow, 

Neighbours. 

Officers. 

MyTES. 



The SCENE, LONDON. 



The principal Comediaps were^ 



Rich. Burbadqe, 
JoH. LowiN, 
Hen. Condel, 
Alex. Cooke, 
Rob, Armin,^ 



JoH. Hemings^ 
Will. Ostler, 
JoH. Underwood, 
Nic. TooLv, 
Will- Eglestone, 



^' • • 
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ALCHEMIST' 



THE ARGUMENT. 

T be Jicknefs bot^ a mafter quii^ for fear ^ 
H is baufe in tcwn^ and left one fervant tberef 
E afe bim corrupted^ and gave means to know 

A Cbeatetj and bis punk \ wbo now brought loWi 
L eaving tbeir narrow praSice^ were become 
C owners at large \ and only wanting fome 
H oufe to fet up^ wttb bim tbey bere contra ff^ 
£ acb for a /bare^ and all begin to aS. 
M ucb company tbey draWy and mucb abufe^ 
I n calling figures J telling fortuneSy news^ 
S elling of flies y flat bawd^ry witb tbeftone ; 
T ill it^ and tbey^ and all in fume are gone. 

PROLOGUE. 

FOrtune, that favours fools, thefe two fhort hours 
Wc wi(h away 9 both for your fakes and ours, 
Judging f^eftators ; and defire in place. 
To th' author juftice, to our fclves but grace. 
Our icene 19 London, ^caufe we would make known. 
No countries mirth is better than our own : 

No 

■ ne Alchpmist.] By this expreifion is here meant, one who 
pretends to the knowledge of what is called the philofophers ftone* 

A 3 whicb 



6 Ti&^ ALCHEMIST. 

No clime l>reeds better matter for your whore. 

Bawd, fquire, impoftor, many perfons more, 
Whofe manners, now cail'd humours, feed the ftage ; 

And which have ftill been fubje& for the rage 
Or fpleen of comic writers. Tho' this pen 

Did never aim to grieve, but better men 5 
However the age he lives in doth eadure 

The vices that (he breeds, above their cure; 
But when the wholfome remedies are fweet. 

And in their working gain and profit meet. 
He hopes to find no fpirit fo much difeas'd. 

But will with fuch fair correftives be pleas'd : 
For here he doth not fear who can apply. 

If there be any that will lit fo nigh 
Unto the ftream, to look what it doth run. 

They fhall find things, they'ld think, or wifh, were 
They are fo natural follies, but fo fhown, [done ', 

As even the doers may fee, and yet not own. 

which had the faculty of tranfmuting bafer metals ioto gold. The 
profeflbrs of the art of chcaiifiiy are themfelves (as well as the cri- 
tics) not entirely agreed about the meaning and etymology of the 
word : Menage, who aflents to Bochart, derives it from an Arabic 
term» fignifying the occuit fcitna ; and Julius Finnicus, who Hired 
in the time of Conftantine, is faid to be the firft writer who nfes the 
word Akhymim. Bat if the curious reader would be more fully in- 
formed of the origin and progrefs of chemiflry, 1 refer him to the 
hiftory of it, prefixed toA^rihriiv/j Cbemiflry, pik)li(hed by Dr Shaw. 
Bnt with regard to our poet, in the choice of his fubjed he was hap- 
py; for the age was then extremely addidled to the fludy of chemiflryy 
and favourable to the profeiTors of it. The following comedy was 
therefore no onfeafonable fatire upon the reigning foible ; £nce a- 
mong the few real artifts. there was undoubtedly a far greater 
number of impoftors. There was alfo at this time a particular 
controverfy on foot, with the famous Dr, Anthony, about his 
Akrum totahf'Ie, which was warmly agitated by the members of the 
faculty ; aod we (hall find that our poet alludes to this difpute in 
fome jpaflages of the play, 

ACT 
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ACTi- SCEiSTEI. 

Fiice^ SubtU^ Del Common, 

Pace. I^Elicvc^. I will. 

D Sut. Thy worft. I fart at thee. 

DoL Ha* you your wits ? why gentlemen I for love— ^ 

Fac. Sirrah, TU ftrip you 

Sut. What to do ? lick figs 
Out at my— — 

Fac. Rogue, rogue^ out of all your (leights •. 

9ol. Nay, look ye, fovcrcign, general, are you mad- 

[men ? 

Sui. O, let the wild (heep loofe. FIl guM your lilks 
With good ftrong- water, an* you come. 

DoL Will you have 
The neighbours hear you ? will you betray all ? 
Heark, I hear fome body* 

Fac. Sirrah - ■ 



"Fac. Sirrah, r//Jlnp you Sub. ff'bat to Jo ? lietjl^J 

Out at my Fac. Rogue ^ f^g^t out of dll jour Jiet^ts."] Oar 

poec could not poffibly have chofen a happier incident to open his 
play with. Inftead of opening with a dull narration, yon have adlion ; 
and fnch adion coo, as cannot pofiibly be fappoled to happen at 
any other time, than this very prefent time. Two rogoes with their 
panic, are introduced quarrelling, and juft fo much of their fecreta 
IS difcovered to the audience, as is fuiHcient for the audience at pre- 
fent to know. The reader, perhaps, too is to be informed, that 
our learned comedian does not deal in vulgar Engliih expre/Iions, 

but in volgar Attic or Roman expreflions. ^l fart at the t, rui 

mnttf ueOmm^iit^ fauptrtati oppedert.' Ariilophanes in Piut, v. 618. 
and Horace, the polite Horace, did not think himfelf too delicate 
for this phrafe : yin" tu Jud^eis oppedere curtis. Lib. I. S. 9. ver. 70. 
What to dot lick figs out at tny ■ ■■ * The aliufion here will be 
Very obvious to those who have read the ftory of the punifliment in- 
flidtd on the inhabitants of Milan by the emperor Frederic Barba- 
rofTa. The facetious Rabelais relates it, B IV. chap. 45. 

Mr. Upton. 

A 4 Sub. 
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Suh. I fhall mar 
All that the taylor has made, if you approach. 

Fac. You moft notorious whelp, you infolent (lave, 
Dare you do this ? 

Sui. Yes faith, yes faith. 

Fac. Why, who 
Am I, my mungril ? who am 1 ? 

Suh. ril tell you. 
Since you know not yourfclf— — 

Fac. Speak lower, rogue. 

Sut. Yes, you were once (time's not long paft) the 

[good. 
Honed, plain, livcry-thrce-pound-thrum, that kept 
Your matter's worfliip*s houfc here in the friers, 
For the vacations 

Fac. Will you be fo loud ? 

Suh. Since, by my means, tranflated fuburb-captain. 

Fac. By your means, doctor dog ? 

Sti^. Within man's memory, 
All this I fpcak of. 

Fac. Why, I pray you, have I 
Been countenanced by you, or you by me ? 
Do but colled, fir, where I met you firtt. 

Sub. I do not hear well. 

Fac. Not of this, I think it. 
But I (hall put you in mind, fir ; at Pie corner. 
Taking your meal of fteam in, from cooks ftalis i^ 
Where, like the father of hunger, you did walk 
Pitcoully coftive, with your pinch'd-horn-nofe. 
And your complexion of the roman walh. 
Stuck full of black and melancholick worms. 
Like powder-corns (hot at th* artillery-yard. 
Sub. I wi(h you could advance your voice a little. 
Fac. When you went pinn*d up in the fevcral rags 
Yo* had rak'd and pick'd from dunghills, before day ; 
Your feet intnouldy flippers, for your kibes 
A felt of rug, and a thin thredden cloke. 

That 
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That fcarce would cover your no-buttocks — 

Sub. So, fir ! 

Fac. When all your alchemy, and your algebra^ 
Your minerals, vegecals, and animals. 
Your conjuring, cozening, and your dozen of trades. 
Could not relieve your corps with fo much linen 
Would make you tinder, but to fee a fire ; 
I ga' you countenance, credit for your coals. 
Your ftilis, your glafles, your materials } 
Built you a tornace, drew you cuftomers. 
Advanced all your black arcs *, lent you, befide, 
A houfe to praAife in 

Sub. Your mailer's houfe ? 

Fac. Where you have ftudicd the more thriving Ikill 
Of bawd'ry fince. 

Sub. Yes, in your matter's houfe^ 
You and the rats here kept poflefllon* 
Make it not ftrange. I know yo' were one could keep 
The buttry-hatch ftill locked, and fave the chippings. 
Sell the dote beer to aqua-vitse men. 
The which, together with your chriftmafs vails 
At poft and pair, your letting out of counters. 
Made you a pretty ftock, fome twenty marks. 
And gave you credit to converfe with cobwebs. 
Here, fince your miftrefs' death hath broke up houfe. 

Fac. You might talk foftlier, rafcal. 

Sub. No, you fcarabe, 
ril * thunder you in pieces : I will teach you 
How to beware to tempt a fury again. 
That carries tempeft in his hand and voice* 

Fac. The place has made you valiant. 

Sub. No, your clothes./ 
Thou vermin, have I ta'cn thee out of dung. 



NOy you SCAR ABE, 



/// thunder you in f teres. "] You y?tfrtf^/— — the beetle bred ii^ 
dang, and corrupted f.kh : to a little lower he explains cae phrate^ 
** 1 hou vermin, have I ta'en thee out of dung V* 

So 
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So poor, fo wretched, when no Ibing thing 
Would keep thee company, but a fpider9 or worie i 
Rais'd thee from brooms, andduft, and watring pots ? 
SublimM thee, and exalted thee, and fix'd thee 
I' the third region, caird our flate of grace ? 
Wrought thee to fpirit, to quintefience, with pains 
Would twice have won me the philofopher's work ? 
Put thee in words and fafhion, made thee fit 
For more than ordinary fellowfhips ? 
Giv*n thee thy oaths, thy quarrelling dimenfiona f 
Thy rules to cheat at horfe-race, cock-pit^ cards^ 
Dice, or whatever gallant cindure elfe ? 
Made thee a fecond in mine own great art i 
And have I this for thanks ? do you rebel ? 
Do you fly out i* the projedion ? 
Would you be gone now f 

Dol. Gentlemen, what mean you i 
Will you mar all ? 

Suh. Slave, thou hadft had no name ■ ■- 

Dol. Will you undo your felves with civil war ? 

Sub. Never been known, paft equi clibanum^ 
The heat of horfe-dung, under ground, in cellars. 
Or an ale-houfe darker than deaf John's i been k)ft 
To all mankind, but laundrefies and tapfters> 
Had not I been. 

DoL Do you know who hears you, fovereign ? 

Fac. Sirrah ■ 

Dol. Nay, general, I thought you were civil ■■ ■ ■■ 

Fac. I fhall turn defperate, if you grow thus loud« 

Sub. And hang thy fclf, I care not. 

Fac. Hang thee, collier. 
And all thy pots and pans, in pidure, I willf 
Since thou haft mov*d me — *— 

Dol. (O, this 'II overthrow all.) 

Fac. Write thee up bawd in Paul's, have alt thy 

[tricks 
Of 
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or ' dozening with a hollow cole, duft, fcrapings^ 
Searching for things loft, with a fieve and fheers, 
Erefting figures in your rows of houfes. 
And taking in of Ihadows with a glafs. 
Told ^ in red letters ^ and a face cut for thee^ 
Worfe than Gamaliel Ratfey's. 

DoL Arc you found ? 
Ha* you your fenics, mafters ? 

Fac. I will have 
A book, but barely reckoning thy impoftures. 
Shall prove a true philofophers ftone» to printers. 

Sub. Away, you trencher-rafcaU 

Fac. Out, you dog-leach. 
The vomit of all prifons ■ 

Dot. Will you be 
Your own deftruftions^ gentlemen f 

Fac. Still fpew^d out 
For lying too heavy o* the bafket^ 

Suh. 



*— <«« H0y0 mS thf tricks 



Of evening with a Mbw €9k.] This allwlei CO a ftoiy ia the 
Chanom's Yeman^t mU^ as tol4 by Ckaacer, T. I i8e. This tale is a 
fitire on the pretenders to alchemy, and the tricks they praftifed to 
cheat the ignorant and foolifh. 

^ And taking in rf shadows wth a class, 

7oU /» KBD tiTTBas.] i. e. fiqrs Mr. U^n, iSr/«fr/ writtea in 
blood ; and he thinks it an allafion to a particular manner of divi« 
nadon with a gUfsy mentioned by the fcnoliaft of Ariilophanes in 
Nub. w, 7 CO. F raUier appeeheod it, an atlnfioa to a madice fa* 
miliar to the fortaae-tellers of oar author's days : ana that thefe 
/hadows were vifions taken by a beril, which is a kind of cryftal, 
they had ufed to look into. Certain formulas of prayer were ufed 
before they made the infpedion i thefe forms they termed a Call ; 
and the peribn making the infpettoa, was "ftyjed the Spiculatcr, 
Scryer, or Seer. As to the eicpreffioa tMin rtd itttirt^ the mean- 
ing is, that he would have all thofe tricks juft mentioned printed in 
red litters^ which would be apter to catch the eye of a paiTcnger 
than the comn>on print. And it was cuftomary at that time, to 
print the titles of their ballads, an^ vulgar tales, in nd letters. 

i _: Still f^'d cut 

^or lying fo0 heaniy c* tbi bafiet,'] i. e. for eating more than his fhare 

of 
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Sut. Cheater. 

Fac. Bawd. 

Sub^ Cow- herd. 

Fac. Conjurer. 

Sub, Cut-purfc. 

Fac. Witch. 

Dol. O me I 
We are ruin'd ! loft! ha' you no more regard 
To your reputations ? where*s your judgment ? 'flighty 
Have yet fomc care of me, o* your republick 

Fac. Away, this brach. I'll bring thee, rogue, withiif 
The ftatute of forcery, tricefimo tertio 
Of Harry the eighth : I, and (perhaps) thy neck 
Within a noofe, for laundring gold, and barbing it. 

Dol. YouMl bring your head within a cockfcomb^ 

[will you ? 
[She catckis out Facets fwordy and breaks Subtle* s glafs. 
And you, fir, with your menftrue, gather it up. 
'Sdeath, you abominable pair of ftinkards. 
Leave off your barking, and grow one again. 
Or, by the light that Ihines, Til cut your throats^ 
ril not be made a prey unto the maruial« 
For ne*er a fnarling dog-bolt o* you both. 
Ha' you together cozen'd all this while. 
And all the world ? and fhall it now be faid, 
Yo'have made moft courteous fliift to cozen yourfelves? 
You will accufe him ? you will bring him in 
Within the ftatute ? who Ihall take your word ? 
A whorefon, upftart, apocryphal captain. 
Whom not a puritan in Black-friers will truft 
So much as for a feather ! and you too 
Will give the caufe, forfooth ? you will infult, 
And claim a primacy in the divifions ? 
You muft be chief? as if you only had 

of the provifiona collected, or fent in for the prifoners. In the lad edi- 
tion, thefe words are a contiauation of Dol^s fpeech* whereas they 
evidently belong to Face, to whom I have here reftored them. 

The 
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The powder to projcft with, and the work 

Were not begun out of equality ? 

The venter tripartite ? all things in common ? 

Without priority ? 'Sdeath, you perpetual curs^ 

Fall to your couples again, and cozen kindly. 

And heartily, and lovingly, as you fliould, 

And lofe not the beginning of a term. 

Or, by this hand, I (hall grow fadious too% 

And take my part, and quit you. 

Fai. 'Tis his fault, 
He ever murmurs, and objefts his pains. 
And fays, the weight of all lies upon hiqit 

Sub. Why^ fo it docs. 

DoL How does it ? do not we 
Suftain our parts ? 

Sub. Yes, but they are not equal. 

Dol. Why, if your part exceed to-day, I hope 
Ours may to-morrow match it. 

Sub. I, they may. 

JXol. May, murmuring maftiflf! I; and do. Death 

[on me ! 
Help me to throttle him. 

Sub. Dorothec, miftris Dorothee^ 
^Ods precious. Til do any thing. What do you mean I 

Dei. Becaufe o' your fermentation and cibation ? 

Sub. Not I, by heaven —— 

JDoL Your Sol and Luna help mc^ 

^Qr« h this handy IJballgrtnff pactiou* /m.] Dr. Grcjr qucflion' 
tlie preieiit reading, and \tkc^^fra£ii9us, tha^ is, qnarrelfome, might 
have been the original word. I woa'd not deprive the reader of 
his ingenious conjecture, tho* I have not taken upon me to alter 
the text. And it feems confirmed by what Qol afterwards fa/s to 
Subtle i 

«f . To leave your fadUon, fir, 

*' And labour )(indly in the common work.^* 
7 Dol. Your Sol and Luna ■ help mel\ To rail and abn{e 

him, as Mr. Upton fays the phrafe muft here be underftood. Or 
perhaps^ to throttle him ; as me now holds him faft by the collar, 
i juft before faid (b> and called for alSflance. 

I 

i 
I 
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Suh. Would I were hong'd then, I'll conform my felf. 

BoL Will you, fir ? do lb then, and quickly : fwear* 

Sub. What ihall I fwear ? 

Dol. To leave your faction, fir, 
And labour kindly in the common wwk. 

^1^^. Let me not brtathcy if I meant ought Befide« 
I only us*d thofe fpceches as a ijp\ir 
To hjm. 

DoL I hope we need no fpqrs, fir. Do we ? 

Pac. 'Slid, prove to-day, who ihall (hark bed. 

Suh. Agreed. 

DoL Yes, and work clofe and friendly. 

Sub. 'Slight, the knot 
Shall grow the ftronger for this breach, with me. 

DoL Why, fo, my good baboons ! Shall we go make 
A fort of fober, fcurvy, precife neighbours, 
(That fcarce have fmiFd twice fin' the king came in) 
A fcaft of laughter at our follies ? Raicals, 
Would run themfelvcs from breath, to fee me ride, 
Or you t'have but a hole to thruil your heads in. 
For which you (hould pay car-rent*? No, agree. 
And may Don Provoft ride a feafting long^ 
In his old velvet jerkin and Itain'd fcarfs, 
(My noble fovcrcign, and worthy general) 
Ere we contribute a new crewel garter 
To his moft worfted worfhip. 

Sub. Royal Dol! 
Spoken like Claridiana, and thy felf. 

f^ac. For which at fupper, thou fhalt fit in triumph. 



Rafcals^ 



Would run themftlves from breathy to fee me ridb. 
Or you f hcpve but a bole to thruft your beads in. 
For lubjcb you Jhould fay ear-rent?] ^o fee me ride, i. c. to 
iti^ me carted as a bawd \ ^d yoUji as a couple of rogues, to lofe 
jour ear* in the pillory. Mr. Upton. 

And 
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And not be ftyl'd Dol Common, but Del Proper, 
Doi Singular : the lon^ft cut at night, 
$hall draw thee for his Uol Particular. 

Stf^. Who's that ? one rings. To the windo*, Pol | 
pray heav'n. 
The niafter do not trouble us this quarter. 

Fac. O, fear not him. While there dks one a week 
(y the plague, he's lafe, from thinking toward London. 
Befide, hrs bufy at his hop-yards now : 
I had a letter from him. If he do, 
(Ic'll lend fuch word, for airing o* the houf 
As you fhall have fufficient time to quit it : e, 
Tho' we break up a fortnight, *tis no matter. 

5ui. Who is it, Dol i 

Dol. A fine young quodling '* 

Fac. O, 
My lawyers clerk, I lighted on laft pight 
In Holbom, at the Dagger. He would Uvff 
(I told you of him) a familiar, 
To rifle with at horfes, and win cup% 

Dol. O, let him in. 

Sfib. Stay: Who Ihall do't ? 

Fac^ Get you 
Tour robes on : I will meet him, it ftpiQfi md. 

Dol. And what (hall I ^of ^ 

Pae. Not be feen, away. 
Seem you very rcferv'd. 

Sui. Enou^. 

Fof. God b' w* vo|i, fir. 
Ipray you let him know thati w«s here. 
His name is psipper. I w«uld gladl]^ l^^veftdd, but-^ 

» Dol. A finiynrng qvofiLira.1 A fmXng^ pf toilin ; mcta- 
plumc^Iy, a too ibon npe-lieadcd yooog boy. By the fame me- 
ttp^rbflpwlicii^aVcdfi/ig^. . ^ . Mr. Upton, 

N 
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S C E N E II. 

Dapper J Face^ Subde. 

Dap. Captain, I am here. 

Fac. ''^ Who's that ? he's come, I think, dodor, 
Good faith, (ir, I was going away. 

Dap. In truth, 
I am very forry, captain, 

Fac. But I thought 
Sure I (hould meet you. 

Dap. I, I *m very glad, 
I had a fcurvy writ or two to make. 
And I had lent my watch laft night to one 
That dines to-day at the flierifPs, and fo was robb'd 
Of my pafs^ime. Is this the cunning-man ? 

Fac. This i^ his worihip. 

Dap. Is he a dodor ? 

Fac. Yes. 

Dap. And ha' you broke with him, captain ? 

Fac. I. 

Dap. And bow ? 

Fac. ^^thj.h^ does make the m^itter, fir, fo dainty, 
I know not what to fay --r--»- 

Dap. Not fo, good captain, 

Fac. Would I were fairly rid on it, believe me. * ' -> 

Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, fir. Why Ihould*' 

[you wiih fo I 
I dare aflure you, i'U not be ungrateful. 

Fac. I canpot phiqk yoi^t will, fir. But the law 

«<> Fac. Wbo's,that f his emu, 1 thinks doaor.l The ediuoAiall 
aaree in giving ui the line in this manDcr ; but I cannot conceal my 
fflfpicion that it ought to be divtde4f die form^ part belonging ta 
SuDtle, and the latter part only to Paoo. If this coijedliire be right, 
i^ ihould ftand thus ; 

Subt. Wk^Utbsa? Fac. Hi'semi, fMnk, Joaor. 

1% 



7^5^ ALCHEMIST. 17 

Is fuch a thing and then he lays, Read's matter 

Falling fo lately "— - 

Dap. Read ? he was an afs. 
And dealt, fir, with a fooL 

Fac. It was a clerk, fin 

Dap. A clerk ? 

Fac. Nay, hear me, fir, you know the law 
Better, I think 

Dap. Ilhould, fir, and the danger. 
You know, I fiiewM the ftatute to you. 

Fac. You did fo. 

Dap. And will I tell then ? By this hand of flefh. 
Would it might never write good court-hand more. 
If I difcover. What do you think of me. 
That I am a Chiaufe ? 

Fac. What's that ? 

Dap. The Turk was, here - ■ 
As one would fay, do you think I am a Turk 'V 

Fac. rU tell the doftor fo. 

Dap. Do, good fweet captain. 

*^ I ■■ ■ AnJthenhefitfs^ VLuki>*t matter 

FtdHngfi latelj^ III Rymer's Tadtra^ vol. i6. p. 666. we meet 
with a pardon from James I. to the perfon here meant, for pra^tif- 
ing the black art. '^ ^imon Read of St. George's SouthwarK, pro* 
** feflbr of phyfic, who was indided for the invocation of wicked 
** fpiritSy in order to find oat the dame of the perfon who had ftole 
" 37/. 10/. fromTobias Matthews ofSt. Mary Steynings in London."* 
This was in i6o8. There was alfo one Read probably the fame 
perfon, who with one Jenkins ftood fait with the college of phyfi* 
dans in 1603, and was caft for pra£Ufing without a licence. 

" Js 09ie'w§mldfyf^ do you think 1 am a Tttrk,'] Dapper makes a 
blnndering kind of anfwer, highly in character, to Face's qaeflion. 
A cbonfe^ to choujt^ or put the chouft upon one, are expreffions well 
known. The etymology of the word is not fo eafily afcertained { 
that alluded to here, the reader may find in Skinner. Mr. Uptom. 
The Chiaufe^ as Dr. Grey obferves from Sir I\ul Ricaat's State 
of the Turfafif Emfirty were reckoned in the nnmber of their militia ; 
diough their office was chiefly with relation to civil procefTes ; and 
they were in the nature of porfuivants, or ferjeants. 

Vol. IIL B Fa^. 
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Fac. Come, noble doftor, pray thee let's prevail 5 
This is the gentleman^ and he is no Chiaufe. 

Suh. Captain, I have returned you all my anfwer. 
I would do much fir, for your love— —But this 
I neither may, nor can. 

Fac. Tut, do not fay fa 
You deal now with a noble fellow, doftor. 
One that will thank you richly, and h' is no Chiaufe : 
Let that, fir, move you. 

Suh. Pray you, forbear—— 

Fac. He has 
Four angels her e 

Sub. You do me wrong, good fir, 

Fac. Doftor, wherein ? to tempt you with thefe fpirics ? 

Sub. To tempt my art and love, fir, to my peril. 
*Fore heav'n, I Icarce can think you are my friend^ 
That fo would draw me to apparent danger. 

Fac. I draw you ? a horfe draw you, and 
You, and your flies together 

Da'p. Nay, good captain^ 

Fac. That know no difference of men.' 

Sub. Good words, fir. [bring you 

Fac. Good deeds, fir, doAor dogs- meat*. 'Slight, I 
No cheating Clim o' the Cloughs *', or Claribels|p 
That look as big as five-and-fifty, and flufli. 
And fpit out fecrets like hot cuftard— • 

* Fac. Good deediyfir^ doSor dogs-meat.J The 4(0 of 1612, 
reads, dcx^or dogs-mouth, 

I J -i.^^^ ^ Slight^ Ibringycu 

No cheating Clim o' the Clouoh»] 

*' For he brought Adam BeHy and Clim oftU CUugh, 

" And William a CloudeMee, 
*• To flioot with onr Forcfter for forty marks^ 
** And the Forcftcr beat them all three." 

See Pedigree, Education , £5*c. of Rohiu Hooi^ He. 
ColleQion of Old Ballads, vol. I. p. 67. 3d edit. 

Dr. GR£r. 
Cloughs in our old EngHfli, ai^ rock» and broken mountains^ what 
wc now call cliiFs. 

Dap. 
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Di^. Captaio. 

Fac. Nor any melanqholick under-fcribe. 
Shall tell the vicar i but a fpecial gentle^ 
That is the heir to forty marks a year, 
Conlbrts with the fmall poets of the timei 
Is the fole hope of his old grand-mother, 
That knows the law, and writes you fix fair hands» 
Is a fine clerk, and has his cyphering perfedt^ 
Will take his oath o' the Greek Xenophon *» 
If need be, in his pocket ; and can court 
His miftrefs out of Ovid. 

Dap. Nay, dear captain. 

Fac. Did you not tell me fo ? 

Dap. Yes, but Fid ha' you 
Ufe mailer do6kor with fome more refpe&. 

jp4if. Hang him, proud ftag« with hisbroad velvethead. 
But for your fake. Fid choak, e're I would change 
An article of breath with fuch a puckfoift— **^ 
Come, let's be gone» 

Sub. Pray you let me fpeak with you« 

Dap. His worftiip calls you, captain, 

Fac. 1 am forry 
t e^re imbark'd myfelf in fueh a bufincfs. 

Dap. Nay, gocKl fir, he did call you. 

Fac. Will 1^ take dien ? 

Sub. Firft, hear me 

Fac. Not a fyllable, 'lefs you take. 

Sub. Pray ye, fir 

Fac. Upon no terms, but an Aflumpfit* 

Sub. Your humour muft be law. [He takes the mcfte^ 

Fac. Why now, fir, talk. 

• Willtaki hit oatb o* the Greek Xeiiophon» 

Jf needbf, in his pocket.'] The 410 has the Greek Tefiament^ which 
I (nould think the mcd eligible reading ;' as it Is jprobable the cleric 
might carry a teftament about him» to adminifter oaths to his maft' 
er*s clients. But Xenophon is the reading of the folio of 16169 
whofe authority prevents me from altering the prefenc text. 

B 2 Now 
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Now I dare heaf you with mine honour. Speaks 
So may this, gentleman too. 

Sub. Why, fir 

Fac. Nowhifpering. 

Sul^. Tore heaven, you do not apprehend the lofs 
You do your felf in this. 

Fass Wherein ? for what ? 

Suk, Marry, to be fo importunate for one^ 
That, when he has it, will undo you all : 
He'll win up all the money i* the town. 

Fac. How ! 

Sub. Yes, and blow up gameller after gamefter. 
As they do crackers ih a puppet play. 
If I do give him a familiar. 
Give you hirh all you play for ; never fet him : 
For he will have it. 

Fac. You are miftaken, do£tor; 
Why, he does aflc one but for cups and horfes^ 
A rifling fly ; none o* your great familiars. 

Dap. Yes,, captain, I would have it for all games. 

Sub. 1 told you fo. 

Fac. 'Slight, that's a new bufinefs f 
I underftood you, a tame bird, to fly 
Twice in a term, or fo» on Friday nights^ 
When you had left the office, for a nag 
Of forty or fifty (hillings. 

Dap. I, 'tis true, fir ; 
But I do think now I fliall leave the law^ 
And therefore 

Fac. Why, this changes quite the cafe f 
Do you think that I dare move him ? 

Dap. If you pleafe, fir; 
All's one to him, I fee. 

Fac. What ! for that money ? 
I cannot with my confcience : nor Ihould you 
Make the requeft> methinks. 

Dap. No, fir, I mean 

To 
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To add confideration. 

Fac. Why then, fir, 
FlI try. Say that it were for all games, doftor ? 

Sub. I fay then, not a mouth ihall eat for him 
At any ordinary, but o* the fcore. 
That is a gaming mouth, conceive me. 

Fac. Indeed! 

Sub. He'll draw you all the trealure of the realm. 
If it be fet him. 

Fac. Speak you this from art ? 

Sub. I, fir, and reafon too, the ground of art. 
H* is o* the only bed complexion. 
The queen of Fairy loves. 

Fac. What ! is he ! 

Sub. Peace. 
He'll over-hear you; Sir, fhould (he but fee him— , 

Fac. What? 

Sub. Do not you tell him. 

Fac. Will he win at cards too ? 

Suh. The Ipirits of dead Holland, living Ifaac **^ 
You'ld fwear, were in him ; fuch a vigorous luck 
As cannot be refifted. 'Slight, he*ll put 
Six o' your gallants to a cloke, indeed. 

Fac. A ftrange fuccefs, that fome man (hall be born to ! 

Sub. He hears you, man 

Hap. Sir, Til not be ingrateful. 

Fac. Faith, I have confidence in his good nature : 
You hear, he fays he will not be ingrateful. 

Sub. Why as you pleafe ; my venture follows yours. 

Fac. Troth, do it, dodtor j think him trufty, and 
make him. 

HSub. Tbejfiritsof deadHoi.l.K'^t^y iiwng h A ACy 
YQH^ldfweary were in him,'] The context leads us to imagine 
tkefe were lack/ gameflers, and perfons well known at ordinaries, 
and places of the like refort; though 'tit poffible the poet may' 
allude to the two famous chemi^ -j^ac, and John Ifauc HQUandm^ 
who flooriihed about this time, and wrote federal creatifes on 

'**'"'•. B , H, 
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He may make us both happy in an hour ; 

Win fome five thoufand pound, and fend us two on*t« 

Dap. Believe it, and I wil], fir. 

Fac. And you (hall, fir. 
You have heard all? 

Dap. No, what was't ? Nothing, I fir. 

Fac. Nothing f [Face takes him afidc^ 

Dap. A. little, fir. 

Fac. Well, a rare ftar 
Reign'd at your birth. 

Dap. At mine, fir? No. 

Fac. The do£kor 
Swears that you ar e ■ 

Sub. Nay, captain, youMl tell all now, 

Fac. Allied to the queen of Fairy. 

Dap. Who ? that I am ? 
Believe it, no fuch matter- 

Fac. Yes, and that 
Yo' were born with a cawl o' your head. 

Daf. Who iays fo ? 

Fac. G)me, 
You know it well enough, though you difiemble it; 

Dap. I-fac, I do not \ you are miftaken. 

Fac. How I 
Swear by your fac ? and in a thing fo known 
Unto the dodor ? how fliall we, fir, truft you 
I' the other matter ? can we ever think. 
When you have won five or fuc thoufand pound. 
You'll fend us fliares in't, by this rate ? 

Dap. By Jove, fir, 
I'll win ten thoufand pound, and fend you half. 
1-fac's no oath. 

Sub; No, no, he did but jcfl:. 

Fac. Go to. Go thank the doftor. He's your friendu 
To take it fo. 

Dap. I thank \^ worfl^ip* 

Fac. So: 

Another 
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Another angel. 

Bap. Muft I ? 

Fac. Muft vou ? •ttight, 
What elfe is thanks ? will you be trivial ? doftor. 
When muft he come for his familiar ? 

D^^ Shall I not ha' it with me ? 

Sub. O, good fir ! 
There muft a world of ceremonies pafs. 
You muft be bathM and fumigated firft : 
Befides, the queen of Fairy does not rife 
Till it be noon. 

fac. Not, if Ihe dancM, to-night. 

Sub. And (he muft blefs it. 

Fac. Did you never fee 
Her royal grace yet ? 

Dap. Whom? 

Fac. Your aunt of Fairy "^ ? 

Sub. Not fince (he kift him in the cradle, captain ; 
I can refolve you that. 

Fac. Well, fee her grace, 
Whatever it coft you, for a thing that I know. 
It will be fomewhat hard to compafs \ but 
However, fee her. You are made, believe it. 
If you can fee her. Her grace is a lone woman, 
And very rich ; and if Ihe take a phant*fie, 
She will do ftrange things. See her, at any hand. 
'Slid, ihe may hap to leave you all fhe has ! 
It is the doftor's fear. 

Dap. How wiirt be done then ? 

Fac. Let me alone, take you no thought. Do you 
But fay to me, captain. Til fee her grace. 

Dap. Captain, V\\ fee her grace. 

Fac. Enough. 

xs ■ . ' Did you ntvir /a 

Her royal grace yet ? Dap. Whom? your aunt of Foiry'\ 
Here is a miftake in the laft fpecch ; your aunt of fairy belongs lo 
Pace, and is the proper reply to Dapper'9 qaeflioa. The perfons 
are fo ordered in the folio of 161 6. 

B 4 Sub. 
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Suh. ^ ho*s there ? [One knocks without* 

Anon. ("Condud him forth by the back way.) 
Sir, againft one a clock prepare yourfelf : 
Till when you muft be rafting ; only take 
Three drops of vinegar in at your noie. 
Two at your mouth, and one at either ear ; 
Then bath your fingers ends, and wafh your eyes. 
To fliarpen your five fenfes, and cry hum 
Thrice, and then buz as often \ and then come. 

Fac. Can you remember this ? 

Dap. I warrant you. 

Fac. Well then, away. *Tis but your beftowing 
Some twenty nobles *mong her grace's fervants. 
And put on a clean (hirt : you do not know 
What grace her grace may do you in clean linen. 

SCENE III. 

Suhtky Druggery Face. 

Suh. Come in : (good wives, I pray you forbear me 
Troth 1 can do you no good till after- noon) [now : 
What is your name, fay you ? Abel Drugger r 

Dru. Yes, fir. 

Sub. A feller of tobacco ? 

Dru. Yes, fir. 

Sub. Umh. 
Free of the grocers ? 

Dru. I, an't pleafe you. 

Sub. Well 

Your bufineis, Abel ? 

Dru. This, an't pleafe your worfliip j 
I am a young beginner, and am building 
Of a new Ihop, an't like your worfhip, juft 
At corner of a ftrect : (Here's the plot on't) 
And I would know by art, fir, of your wor(hip. 

Which 
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Which way I (hould make my door, by Necromancy^ 
And where my (helves ; and which (hould be for boxes. 
And which for pots. I would be glad to thrive, fir. 
And I was wifti'd to your worihip by a gentleman. 
One captain Face, that fays you know mens planets^ 
And their good angels, and their bad. 

Sub. I do. 
If I do fee •em— — 

Fac. What ! my honeft Abel ? 
Thou art well met here. 

Dru. Troth, fir, I was fpeaking, 
Juft as your worfhip came here, of your worihip. 
I pray you fpeak for me to mafter doftor. 

Fac. He (hall do any thing. Dodor, do you hear? 
This is my friend, Abel, an honeft fellow ; 
He lets me have good tobacco, and he does not 
Sophifticate it with fack-lees or oil. 
Nor wafhes it in mufcadel and grains. 
Nor buries it in gravel, under ground. 
Wrapped up in greafy leather, or pifs'd clouts : 
But keeps it in fine lilly pots, that open'd. 
Smell like conferve of rofes, or French beans. 
He has his maple block, his filver tongs'^, 
Winchefter pipes, and fire of juniper, 
A neat, ipruce, honeft fellow, and no goldfmith. 

Sub. H* is a fortunate fellow, that I am fure on—* 

Fac. Already, fir, ha' you found it ? Lo* thee Abel ! 

Sub. And in right way to'ara riches— 

Fac. Sir. 

Sub. This fummer 
He will be of the clothing of his company^ 

'^ He has bis mafU hlotk^ bisfihver tonis^ 

Wincbefiir fifest afiJ Jfire (fjmtifer?\ Nataralifts tell as that a 
coal of janiper, if covered over with its own afhes, will retain its 
fire a whole year : Fuerunt qui exijiimaverint truncuM ligni juniperi 
iucimfam^ H profri^ cinere conti3um ignem annuumfir<vare. 

Cardan, de fabtil. 1. 8. 
Abd kept this coalof Janfper for his cuftomers to light their pipes with. 

And 
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And next fpringcaird to the fcarlet ; fpend what he can* 

Fac. Whaty and fo little beard ? 

Sub. Sir, you muft think. 
He may have a receipt to make hair come : 
But he'll be wife, prefervc his youth, and fine for't ; 
His fortune looks for him another way. 

Fac. *Slid, dodor, how canft thou know this fo foon? 
I am amus'd at that ! 

Sub. By a rule, captain. 
In metapofcopy, which I do work by ; 
A certain flar i' the forehead, which you fee not. 
Your cheftnut, or your olive-colour*d face 
Do's never fail : and your long ear doth promife. 
* I knew't, by certain fpots too, in his teeth. 
And on the nail of his mercurial finger. 

Fac. Which finger's that ? 

Sub. His little finger. Look. 
Yo* were born upon a Wcdnefday ? 

Dru. Yes indeed, fir. 

Sub. The thumb, in chiromanty, we give Venus 5 
The fore-finger, to Jove ; the midft, to Saturn ; 
The ring to Sol ; the leaft, to Mercury : 
Who was the lord, fir, of his horofcope. 
His houfe of life being Libra ; which fore*(hewM, 
He fhould be a merchant, and fhould trade with ballanct, 

Fac. Why, this is ftrange ! Is't not, honell Nab ? 

Sub. There is a Ihip now, coming from Ormus, 
That (hall yield him fuch a commodity 
Of drugs — — This is the weft, and this the fouth ? 

Dru. Yes, fir. 

Sub. And thofe are your two fides ? 

Dru. I, fir. 

• linenjft^ hy certain fp^s toe, in iSiV tbeth. 

Anion the r^hih of his mercurial Jinger."] Our poet's anthprxty is 
Cardan : Sunt etiam in nobis 'vejligia quadam futurorum rventuum in 
unguibuSy atque etiam in dcntibus-"— — ^/rc mantts natura^ iff digi* 
enan in cuilus/untt i^ colomm & mutatione eorum. 

Dc fubtH. 1: i^. 

J Sub., 
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Sui. Make me your door^ then, fouth ; you rbroad 
And on the caft-fidc of your (hop, aloft, [fide, weft : 
Write, Mathlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat ; 
Upon the north-part, Rael, Velel, Thiel. 
They are the names of thofe mercurial fpirits. 
That do fright flies from boxes. 

Dru. Yes, fir. 

Sub. And 
Beneath your threfliold, bury me a load-ftone 
To draw in gallants, that wear fpurs : the reft. 
They'll feem to follow '7. 

Fac. That's a fecret. Nab ! 

Sub. And, on your ftall, a puppet, with a vicc'% 
And a court-fucus to call city-dames. 
You fhall deal much with minerals. 

Dru. Sir, I have 
At home, already 

Sub. I, I know you have arfnike. 
Vitriol, fal-tartre, argailc, alkaly, 
Cmoper: I know all. This fellow, captain. 
Will come, in time, to be a great diftiller'% 

And 
«y Tbifift 

ThefUfeem to/ollenv.'] The conftru£Uon is, as to the reft, quod at^ 
fmet ad eatiros. Shakefpear nfcs this( conftrudion very frequent, 
which hi« cditon never confidered, and hence have frequently al- 
tcrcd hi» words. Tl&ijp'i/^jw— they'll think it conveni^nt^ fuitablc, 
Ace. Mr. Upton. 

To confirm the obfervation of this phrafeology ocoringin Shake- 
ffcar, I muft take leave to mention an inflance in Romeo and Juliet : 
" Now afore God, this holy reverend friar, 
" All our whole city is much bound to him.** 
Mr. Warbnrton, not confidering this conftrudion, has altered the 
laft word to hynm ; i. e. celebrate or praife : but if it is taken in 
die manner mentioned above, he will judee, I believe, his corredUon, 
however ingeaiout, not abfolutely necei&ry. 

^2 ^nd^ Pfiywr fiall, afuppet, witha'vice.l The d roll antick cha- 
racter, fo often mentioned in our old plays. 

^^^ ^ili eune^ in time, to he agreai mtTiLi.fL^.']\.e. Chcmift. He 
fiudabove, ^^Yoa fhalldealmuchwithminerals.''— Inthedifputefub- 
^g at this tiiae between J>t. Anthony, and his antagoniils, thev 

inMedy 
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And give a fay (I will not fay direftly. 
But very fair) at the philofophers (tone. 

Fac. Why, how now, Abel ! is this true ? 

Dru. Good captain. 
What muft I give ? 

Foe. Nay, Til not counfel thee. 
Thou heai^ft what wealth (he fays, fpend what thou 

canft) 
Th*art like to come * to. 

Dru. I would gi' him a crown. 

Fac. A crown ! and toward fuch a fortune i heart. 
Thou (halt rather gi' him thy (hop. No gold about 
thee ? 

Dru. Yes, I have a Portague, I ha* kept this half year. 

Fac. Out on thee. Nab. 'Slight there was fuchanoffer-^ 
'Shalt kccp*t no longer, TU gi* it him for thee: 
Dodtor, Nab prays your wor(hip to drink this, and 

fwears 
He will appear more grateful, as your (kill 
Do's raife him in the world. 

Dru. I would entreat 
Another favour of his wor(hip. 

Fac. What is't. Nab ? 

Dru. Buty to look over, fir, my almanack. 
And crofs out my ill-days, that I may neither 
Bargain, nor truft upon them. 

Fac. That he (hall. Nab. 
Leave it, it (hall be done, 'gainft afternoon. 

Sub. And a direction for his (helves. 

Fac. Now, Nab ? 
Art thou well plcas'd. Nab ? 

Dru. 'Thank, fir, both your wor(hips. 

Fac. Away. 
Why, now you fmoky perfecutor of nature ! 
Now do you fee, that fome-thing's to be done, 

infiiled, that the virtaes of metals, as to phyfical ufes, were very un* 
cenain ; and in his defence he undertalces to fliew, that there are 
really great virtaes, both for preferving health, and €ttriog diqafcs, 
in the mineral kingdom, 

Befidc 
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Befide your beech-coal, and your cor'five waters. 
Your croislets, crucibles, and cucurbites i 
You muft have ftuflP, brought home to you, to work on ? 
And yet you think, I am at no expence, 
In fearching out thefe veins, then following 'em. 
Then trying 'em out. Tore God, my intelligence 
Cofts me more mony, than my (hare oft comes too 
In thefe rare works. 
Sai. You are pleafant, (in How now ? 

SCENE IV. 
FacCy Boly Subtle. 

What fays my dainty Dolkin ? 

DoL Yonder (ifli-wife 
Will not away. And there's your giantefs. 
The bawd of Lambeth. 

Sub. Heart, I cannot fpeak with 'em. 

DoL Not afore night, I have told *em, in a voice. 
Thorough the trunk, like one of your familiars. 
But I have (pied fir Epicure Mammon — — 

Sub. Where? 

DoL Coming along, at far end of the lane. 
Slow of his feet, but earneft of his tongue. 
To one that's with him. 

Sub. Face, go you, and (hift. 
Dol, you muft prefently make ready, too — — 

DoL \^y, what's the matter ? 

Sub. O, I did look for him 
With the fun's rifing : 'marvel, he could flcep ! 
This is the day I am to perfefi; for him 
The magifterium, our great work, the ftone : 
And yield it, made, into his hands : of which 
He has, this month, talk'd as he were poflefs'd. 
And now he's dealing pieces on't away, 
Methinks I fee him entring ordinaries, 
Di(penling for the pox, and plaguy houfes, 

Reaching 
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Reaching his dofc, walking Moor-fields for lepers^ 
And offering citizens-wives pomander-bracelets. 
As his prefcrvacive, made of the elixir \ 
Searching the fpitcle, to make old bawds young i 
And the high* ways, for beggars^ to make rich * 
I fee no end of his labours. He will make 
Nature afham'd, of her long fleep : when artf 
Who^s but a ftep-dame, ihall do more than flie^ 
In her beft love to mankind, ever could. 
If hi3 dream laft, he'll turn the age to gold. 



A C T II. S C E N E L 

Mammon^ Surfy. 

COme on, fir. Now, you fet your foot on (hore 
In novo orbe ; here's the rich Peru : 
And there within, fir, are the golden mines. 
Great Solomon's Ophir ! he was failing to't. 
Three years, but we have reach'd it in ten moncbs. 
This is the day, wherein, to all my friends^ 
I will pronounce the happy word, be rich. 
This day you (hall be fpeAatifllmi. 
You fhaJl no more deal with the hollow dye % 
Or the frail card. No more be at charge of keeping 
The livery-punk, for the young heir, that muft 
Seal, at all hours, in his mirt. No more. 
If he deny, ha' him beaten to't, as he is 
That brings him the commodity. No more 

* Tou fiall no more deal with the hollow dtb.] This tlkito 
to the way of cheadng among gamefters, to make their diee boU 
kw, and then by loading them to make them ran high or kMr. 
Hence they were called high and low men, and high and low 
Fulhams. See Every Man out of tie Humour, aft 3. fc. 6. The 
high were fo loadeB» as to run 4, 5> or 6 ; the low to n» i» 2, 
or 3. 

Shall 
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Shall thirft of fattin, or the covetous hunger 
Of velvet entrails^ for a rude-fpun cloke, 
To be difplaid at madam Augufta's^, make 
The fons of Sword and Hazzard fall before 
The golden calf, and on their knees, whole nights. 
Commit idolatry with wine, and trumpets : 
Or go a feafting, after drum and enfign. 
No more of this. You fhall ftart up young Viceroys, 
And have your punques, and punquetees, my Surly. 
And unto thee, I fpeak it firft, 1 C Sir, he'll 

Be rich, / rxr.. , . ) come to 

Where is my Subtle, there ? f ^^^^^^- 1 you by 
Within hough ! J (. and by. 

Mam. That is his fire-drake. 
His ' lungs, his zephyrus, he that puffs his coals. 
Till he firk nature up, in her own center. 
You are not faithful, fir. This night, PU change 
All, that is metal, in my houfe, to gold. 
And, early in the morning, will I fend 
To all the plumbers, and the pewterers. 
And buy their tin, and lead up : and to Lothbury^ 
For all the copper. 

Sur. What, and turn that too ? 

Mam. Yes, and Til purchafe Devonlhtre, and Corn* 

[wall, 

* 7# hiS/fUy'dat madam Avcvsta's. ] The miftrefs of a brothel ; 
and probably the fame whom he elfewhere calls madam Csfarean. 

J Mam ■ — — 7hat is his fire-drakt^ 

His LUNGS.] Lungs was a term of art, for the under opera* 
tors is chemiftry, whofe buiinefs principally was to take care of the 
fire. So Cowley, in his fkaich of a philofophic college, in the 
nnmber of its members reckons two lungs^ or chemical fervants; 
and afterwards, affigning their falarics. To each of the lungs twelve 
ponad. 

^ ■ ■ ' ■ And to LOTHBURV, 

For all the cofper,'\ LoMury, the name of a ftrect in London, at 
fh^t time inhabited chiefly by founders and broilers. 

And 



32 7:&ef ALCHEMIST. 

And make them perfcft Indies ! you admire now ? 
Sur. No faith. 
Mam, But when you fee th* cffefb of the great mc- 

[dicine f 
Of which one part projefted on a hundred 

Of Mercury, or Venus, or the moon> 

Shall turn it to as many of the fun ; 

Nay^ to a thoufand, fo ad infinitum : 

You will believe me. 

Sur. Yes, when I fee't, I will 
But, if my eyes do cozen me fo, (and I 
Giving *em no occafion) fure Til have 
A whore, fhall pifs 'em out, next day. 

Mam. Ha ! why ? 
Do you think, I fable with you ? I alTure you 
He that has once the flower of the fun. 
The perfedt ruby, which we call elixir. 
Not only can do that, but, by its virtue. 
Can confer honour, love, refpe£t, long lifCf 
Give fafety, valour, yea, and viftory. 
To whom he will. In eight and twenty daySf 
ril make an old man, of fourfcore, a child« 

Sur. No doubt, he's that already. 

Mam. Nay, I mean, 
Reftore his years, renew him, like an eagle. 
To the fifth age \ make him get fons and daughters. 
Young giants ; as our philofophers have done 
(The antient patriarchs afore the flood) 
But taking, once a week, on a knives point> 
The quantity of a grain of muflard of it : 
Become (tout Marfes, and beget young cupids. 

Sur. The decay'd veftals of pickt-hatch would 

[thank youi 
That keep the fire alive, there. 

Mam. *Tis the fecret 
Of nature naturiz'd *gainft all tnfedions. 
Cures ail difeafes, coming of all caufes s 

A 
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A month's grief in a day ; a year's in twelve ; 
Andy of. what agefoever, in a month« 
Paft all the dofes of your drugging doctors, 
ril undertake^ withal^ to fright the plague 
Out o' the kingdom^ in three months ^ 

Sur. And VU 
Be bound, the players fhall fing your praifes, then,' 
Without their poets. 

Alam. Sir, 1*11 do't. Mean time^ 
ni give away fo much unto my man. 
Shall fervc th* whole city, with prefervative. 
Weekly ; each houfe his dofe, and at the rate— - 

Sur. As he that built the water-work, do's with 

Af/7m. You are incredulous. [water*? 

Sur. Faith I have a humour, 
I would notwilIingly.be guU'd. Your ftone 
Cannot tranfmute me. 

Mam. Pertinax, Surly, 
Will you believe antiquiy-^ records ? 
rU Ihew you a book, where Mofes and his fitter. 
And Solomon have written of the art ; 
I, and a treatife penn'd by Adam ^. 

Sur. How ! 

Aiaifh 



S til undertaki^ withal, to fright thi plagui ^ 

Out 0* the kingdom^ in thre$ months,'] The defence which Dr. An- 
thony publilhed of himfelf at Cambridge in 1610, is called Medi^ 
cina ehjmicae i^ *vtri fotahiiis €Uiri ajftrtio^ ex lucuhrationihus Fra. 
Jnthonii Londinenfis in niedicina doQoris, It is divided into feven chap-* 
Cers : the laft enumerates the feveral distempers which his aurum 
fiuahile cures ; among which is the plague icfelf ; as he afTerts to 
have been demonflrared by experience, in the plague which depo- 
pulated London in 1602. 

^ As he that built the nt:ater-'work, do's f-Mith nvaterJ] He, vix. 
Sir Hugh Middleton, as Mr. Upton too remarks : the New River was 
brought to London much about this time. 

7 rlljhrw you aheok, ivhere Mofes, and hisfijler^ 

And Solomon hc*ue ^written of the art ; 

I, and a treatife ftnn d b^ Adam.] The writers on chemiftry carry 
Vol. in. C thcir 
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Mam. O* the philofophers ftone^ and in high Dutch. 

Sur. Did Adam wrttC) fir, in high Dutch ? 

Mam. He did : 
Which proves it was the primitive tongue. 

Sur. What paper f 

Mam. On cedar board. 

Sur, O that, indeed (they fay) 
Willkft ^gainft worms. 

Mam. 'Tis like your Iri(h wood, 
•Gainft cob-webs. I have a piece of Jafon^s fleece, too. 
Which was no other than a book of alchemy. 
Writ in large iheep-flcin, a good fat ram*vellum'« 
Such was Pythafforas' thigh. Pandora's tub ; 
And, all that fable of Medea*s charms. 
The manner of our work : the bulls, our furnace. 
Still breathing fire : our argent-vive, the dragon : 
The dragons teeth, mercury fublimate, 
That keeps the whitenels, hardnefs, and the biting i 
And they are gathered into Jafon's helm, 
(Th'^alembick) and then (bw*d in Mars his field. 
And thence fublim*d io often, till they 're fix'd. 

their pretenfions very high ; and in the catalogue of authors who 
have wrote on the fubjedty are numbered Mofes, and Miriam, and 
even Adam himfelf. Befides thofe mentioned by Fabricius, die 
reader may confult the hiftory of chemiftry prefixed to Dr. Shaw*s 
.edition of Boerhave. 

• Sur. Did Adam «iuri/*, Jit^ in bigh-Dvichf Mam. He didi 

Which pronfes it ^foi the primiti<ve tongui,'] A rcry hnmoroos 
allufion to the fantaftical conceit of Goropius Becanus, who under- 
took to maintain the teutonick language to be the primitive tongue^ 
and the fame which Mam himfelf fpake in Paradiie. 

9 ■ ■ / have a Piece of Jafm's fleece t90f 

Which ivas no other than a book of alchemy ^ 

Writ in large Jheep-fiin^ a good fat ram-'ve/Jum.'] Our learned au- 
thor takes this circumfiance from Suidas ; To fAv^Xoyt/fAMf ^fvntw 

tpyekTBff^cu Vid. SurD. innjoc hfou;. The poet with great humour, in 
the following verfes, ridicules the attempt of writers, who, having 
fixed on a ravounte hypothefis, explain all the antient mythology 
in its fupport ; and fuppofe it involved in all the fidloas and fables 
of the poets. 

Both 
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Botiitfais, th' Hefperiftii garden, Cadmus' ftoi7» 
J/>v^s &Oirer, the Doooof Midas, Argus^eyes» 
Boccace his DenK^;bteDn, thoufands more. 
Ail abftra£t Hddles ot bur ftitoe. How now ? 

S C E N E II. 

r 

Mammon^ Face^ Surly. 

AiSiM. Do we fucceed ? Is oUr day come ? and hold^s it r 

Fac. The evening will fet red upon you, fir i 
You have colour for it, crimfon : the red ferment 
Has done his office, thtiee hours hente prepare you 
To fee prbjeftion. 

Mam. Pertinax, my Surly, 
Again, I fay to thee, aloud, be rich. 
This day^ thou (halt have ingots : and, tb-mbrfcw, 
feivc lords th* affront. Is it, my zephyruis, right ? 
Blulhes the bblts- head ? 

Fac. Like a wench with child, fir, 
That were, but how, difcover'd to her mafteh 

Mam. Excellent witty lungs ! my only care is^ 
.Where to get fluff enough now, to prbjeft on i 
This town will not half ferve me* 

Fac. No, fir ? buy 
The covering off o* churches. 

Mam. That's true, 

Fac. Yes. 
Let 'em^ ftand bare, as do their auditory i 
Or cap 'fern, nc^. With (hingles. 

Mam. No, good thatch : 
Thatch will lye lijght upo' the rafters, lungs. 
Lungs, I Will manuinit thee from the furnace ^ 
I will reftore thee thy complexion, PufFc, 
Lofl in the embers \ and repair this brain, 
Hurt wi* the fume o* the metals. 

fat. I have blown} fir, 

C 2 Hard 
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Hard for your worfhip i thrown by many a coal. 
When *twas not beech ; wcigh'd thofc I put in, juft. 
To keep your heat ftill even ; tbefe bleard-eyes 
Have wak*d, to read your feveral colours, fir. 
Of the pale citron, the green lyon, the crow. 
The peacock's tail, the plumed fwan ^\ 

Mam. And, laftly. 
Thou haft defcry'd the flower, the fanguis agni ? 

Fac. Yes, fir. 

Mam. Where's mafter ? 

Fac. At's prayers, fir, he. 
Good man, he's doing his devotions 
For the fuccefs. 

Mam. Lungs, I will fet a period 
To all thy labours : thou ihalt be the mafter 
Of my feraglio^ 

Fac. Good, fir. 

Mam. But do you hear ? 
I'll geld you, lungs. 

Fac. Yes, fir. 

Mam. For I do mean 



lO 



To read your federal colours^ Jir^ 



Of the fait citron t the green (yon, the cuovr, 

7 he peacock^! taii, the plumed svfsn.l Thefe are tersiB made afe of 
by adepts in the hermetic fcience, to exprefs the feveral e&ds 
arifing from the different degrees of fermentation. Thus we are 
told by one of them, from the putrefaction of the dead carcafies a 
cronv will be generated, which patting forth its head, and the bath 
being fomewhac increased, it will ftretch forth its wings and begin 
to fly : at length being made white by a gentle and long rain, and 
with the dew of heaven it will be changed into a white/w^ur ; bat a 
new born cronv is a fign of the departed dragon. 

Whether thefe terms contain a meaning, is beft known to thofe 
who afe them, and pretend to underfland them. I fhall not trouble 
the reader with any more accounts of this kind, but refel* thofe who 
are deiirous of being initiated, to Afhmole's Theatrum Chymiatmt 
and to the chymical coIle6Uons publifhed by the fame author, under 
the anagrammatical name of James Hafollc £fq ; i. e. Eiias Aih> 
mole. 

To 
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To have a lift of wives and concubines, 
Equal with Solomon, who had the ftone 
Alike with me : and I will make nie aback 
With the elixir, that (hall be as tough 
As Hercules, to encounter fifty a night. 
Th'art fure thou faw'ft it blood ? 

Fac. Both blood and fpirit, fir. 

Mam. I will have all my beds blown up ; not ftuft : 
Down is too hard. And then, mine oval room 
Fiird with fuch pictures as Tiberius took 
From Elephantis, and dull Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my glaflfes 
Cut in more fubtle angles, to difperfe. 
And " multiply the figures, as I walk 
Naked between my fuccubas. My mifts 
IMLhave of perfume, vapoured 'bout the room^ 
to *^ lofe our felves in *, and my baths, like pits 
To fall into : from whence we will come forth, 

C 3 And 



II 



Thttif ne^gUffks 



Qa in morefubtlt angUs^ to iifptrfe^ 

And multiply the figures.^ This fpecies of lail, which the iniqai* 
tOQs Mammon is contriving, was really praAifed by one Hoftius in 
the time of Nero; an account of whofe imparities we have in the 
I ft book of Seneca's Natural Qaeftions : Hoc loco njolo tibi narrare 
fttbellam^ ut intelUgas quam nullum inflrumentum irritand^t ^oluftatis 
Mbide eontemnaty W ingeniofa Jit ad incitandum furorem/uum. And 
aifterwards he fays, Non quantum peccahat *vidtri conttntui^ ffeculajibif 
per qua Jlagitia Jfua diwdiret^ difponeretque circumdedit. 

•* My mifts 

ril have of perfume^ I'apour'd ^bout the room. 

To lofe ourfel*ves in,"] Our poet is truly clafCcal In all his inftances 
of luxury and extravagance. It was a cuftom with the Romans on 
fieftival occafions, to have a mixture of wine, and faiFron, and other 
odours, which was diffufed about the room where the afTembly met. 
And Suetonius informs us, that when Nero made his entry into 
Rome, after his return from Greece, the ftreets were fprinkled with 
this mixture. It was chiefly nfed in the theatres, where it was 
conveyed to the top, and then fprinkled on the heads of the fpec- 
tators, as we learn both from Pliny^ (Nat. Hift. lib. 21. c. 17.) and 
from Lucan, lib. 9. v. 808 i^fiq^ 

That 
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And roll us dry in goflamoqr and rofes. 
(Is it arriv'd at Rqby ?) — ^Wherc I fpy 
A wealthy citizen, or rich lawyer. 
Have ^ fublim'd pure wife, unco that fellow 
ni fend a thoufand pound, to b^ my Ci|ckol4* 

Fac. And I fhall carry it ? 

Mam. ](^o. ni ha* no bawds, 
But fathers and mothers. They will do it b^ft^ 
Beft of all others. And my flatterers 
Shall be the pvre, and graveft of divines'', 
Xbat I can get for money/ My meer fools. 
Eloquent burgefles, and then mv poets 
The fame that writ fo fubtilyot the fart*% 
Whom I will entertain flill for that fubjed. 
The few that would give out themielves to be 
Court and town-ftalliops, and, each-where, belie 
Ladies, who are known moft innocent, for them \ 
Thofe will I beg, tp make me eunuchs <^ : 
And they Ihall fan me with ten eftrich tails 

That this piece of laxury was not a very early inireiitioip, et«Q 
among the Romans themfelves, appears from Propertias and Ovid ; 
who in commending the frujgality of their anceftors^ mention theii?. 
want of this delicacy as an mftance of it. 
Nonfinuo/a ca*uo pendebant *vela theatro, 
Fulfitafolennes non olueri crocos. 

PftOpERT. 1U>* 4* el* I*. 
Tunc i^eque marmor$o finJehant *vela theatro^ 
Necfuerant lifuido fulpita rubra croco. 

Ovip. Art, Amand. lib. i* 
I J ■ ' J ■ My flatterers 

Shall be jhe pur^, and grofueft of dwines.'] The pure, i. e. the po- 
ritanical. Mr. Upton. 

14 " ■ w— And then nrf poets. 

The fame that nvrit fo,fubttly of the part.] Who the aathor al- 
luded to fhoa'd be, I cannot {z:f : in the collection of poems, called 
^''^^arum Delici^e, or thp Mufes Recreation^ by fir John Mennes, and 
Dr. Smithy there is a poem called the fart cenfured in the parUamtni, 
Luf^ ; it was occafioned by an efcape of that kind in t)ie houfe of 
coir;mons. I have feen part of this poem afcribed to an author ia 
the tin^.c of quee^ Elizabeth, and poifibly it may be the thing re- 
iwrred to by Jonfpn, 

A-picce^ 
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A-piece, inade^ in a plume, to gather wind. 

We will be brave, PufFe, now we ha* the med'cine. 

My meat (hall all come in, in Indian (hells, 

Di(hes of agat (et in gold, and ftudded 

With emeralds, faphirs, hyacinths, and rubies. 

The tongues of carps, dormKe, and camels heels, 

Boird i' the fpirit of fol, anjd diflblv'd pearl, 

(Apicius, diet, 'gainft the epilep(]e '^) 

And I will eat thefe broaths with fpoons of amber. 

Headed with diamant, and carbuncle. 

My foot- boy (hall eat pheafants, calverM falnions. 

Knots, godwits, lampreys : I my felf will have 

The beards of barbels ferv*d, inftead of fallads ; 

Oil'd mu(hromes ; and the fwelling unAuous paps 

Of a fat pregnant fow, newly cut off, 

Dreft w^th an exQuifite, and poinant faucc \ 

For which, I'll lay unto my cook, there's gold. 

Go forth, and be a knight. 

Fac. Sir, Til go look 
A little, how it heightens. 

Mam. Do. My (hirts 
rU have of taflFata-(arfnet, foft, and light 
As cob- webs 1 and for all my other raiment. 
It (hall be fuch as might provoke the Perfiany 
Were he to teach the world riot anew. 
My gloves of filhes and bird-(kins, perfum'd 
With gums of paradife, and eaftern air ■ ■■ 

Sur. And do you think to have the (tone, with this ? 

JMam. No, I do think t* have all this, with the ftone. 

■5 Tie tonnes of carf^ iormfe^ imd camels ieels^ 
toitd C tbej^rit of fol, atui sMohf*dfsarl^ 



^mtrsmoaem aftcu cauanoa camiiortm» v7 crtjtsu nfivis gaionaceis aetnp^ 
|a/, Itngaas pwootmsn U buimanm: qmdqtti etleret ah efiUffia nitu$ 
diceretnr, Moft of fir Epicorci't 4ainties are nieatioiied m i.am-> 
pridiat. 

C 4 ^^* 
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Sur. Why, I have heard, he mull be bomofrugi^ 
A pious, holy, and religious man. 
One free from mortal fin, a very virgin. 

Mam^ That makes .it, fir, he is fo. But I buy it. 
My venture brings it me. "*He, honeft wretch, 
A notable, fiiperftitious, good foul. 
Has worn his knees bare, and his flippers bald. 
With prayer and faffing for it : and, fir, let him 
Do it alone, for me, ftill. Here he comes. 
Not a prophane word, afore him ; 'tis poyfon« 

SCENE IIL 

Mammon^ Subtle^ Surly ^ Fsa. 

Mam. Good morrow, father. 

Suitfe. Gentle fon, good morrow. 
And to your friend there. What is he, is with you ? 

Mam. An heretick, that I did bring along. 
In hope, fir, to convert him* 

Sub. Son, I doubt 
Yo* are covetous, that thus you meet your time 
I' the juft point : prevent your day, at morning. 
This argues fomething, worthy of a fear 
Of importune and carnal appetite. 
Take heed you do not caufe the blefling leave you. 
With your ungovernM hafl:e. I fhould be forry 
To fee my labours, now c*cn at perfection, 
Got by long watching and large patience, 

^ ■ ■ ■■ ■ ■ iff, honip*writfb^ 

A notahUy fuperftitiouSf good/oui. 

Hath tvom his knees barb, &c.] The true hermetic philofo- 
phers were extremely devout, and eiven to prayer : Aabeiy tells as 
of Dr Napier, rector of Lyndford m Bucks, a very pious man and 
hermetic philofopher, that his knees were horny with frequent 
praver. 

Not 
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Not profper, where my love and zeal hath plac'd *em* 

Which (heaven I call to witnefs, with your felf. 

To whom I have pour*d my thoughts j in all my ends^ 

Have look'd no way, but unto publick good^ 

To pious u(es, and dear charity, 

Now grown a prodigy with men. Wherein 

If you, my fon, (hould now prevaricate. 

And, to your own particular lufts employ 

So great and catholick a blifs, be fure 

A curfe will follow, yea, and overtake 

Your fubtle and moft fecrec ways. 

Mam. I know, fir. 
You fhall not need to fear me. I but come. 
To ha' you confute this gentleman. 

Sur. Who is. 
Indeed, fir, fomewhat coftive of belief 
Toward your ftone : would not be guird. 

bub. Well> fon. 
All that I can convince him in, is this. 
The work is done, bright fol is in his robe. 
We have a med'cine of the triple foul. 
The glorified fpirit. Thanks be to heaven. 
And make us worthy of it. Ulen Spiegel. 

Fac. Anon, fir. 

Sub. Look well to the regifter. 
And let your heat flill lefifen by degrees, 
To the Aludels. 

Fac. Yes, fir. 

Sub. Did you look 
O* the bolts- head yet ? 

Fac. Which, on D. fir ? 

Sub. I. . 

What's the complexion ? 

Fac. Whitifii. 

Sub. Infufe vinegar. 
To draw his volatile fubftance and his tindture : 
And let the water in glafs £. be feltred, 

And 
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And put into the Gripe's egg. Lute him well ; 
And leave him closed in balneo, 

Fac. I will, flr. 

Sur. What a brave Ismgua^re here is ! next to canting^ 

Sub. I have another work* you never faw, fon. 
That thref days fince paft the philofopher's wheel. 
In the lent heat of Atbanor ; and's become 
Sulphj^r o'Nature. 

Mam* But *tis for me ? 

Sub. What need you ? 
You have enough, in that, is perfe^t^ 

Mam. O but- 

Sub. Why, this is covetife ! 

Mam. No, I aflure you, 
I (hall employ it all in pious ufes^ 
Founding of colleges, and grammar fchoolf. 
Marrying young virgins, building hofpitals, 
i^pd now and then, a church. 

Sub. How now ? 

Fac. Sir, pleafe you, 
3ha!l I not change the feltre ? 

Sub. Marry, yes; 
And bring me the complexion of glai^ EL 

Mam. Ha* you another ? 

Sub. Yes, fon, were J aflur*d 
Your piety were firm, we would not want 
The means to glorify it. But I hope the bei|, 
I mean to tindfc C. in fand-heat to-morrow, 
A(id give him imbibition. 

Mam. Of white oil ? 

Sub. No, fir, of red F. is come over the helni tock 
I thank my maker, in S. Mary^s bath. 
And (hews lac virginis. Blefled be heaven. 
I fent you of his faeces there calcin'd. 
Out of that calx, I ha' won the fajt of mercury^ 

Mam. By pouring on your reftifled water ? 

Sub. Yes, and reverberating in A(;haAQ(^ 

H9» 



ne ALCHEMIST^ 43 

How now ? what colour fays it ? 

Fac. The ground black, fir. 

Msm. That's your crow*s head ? 

Sur. Your cocks-comb's, is't not ? 

Sub . No, 'tis not perfed, woulc} it were the crow. 
Thar work wants fomething. 

Sur. (O I look'd fof this. 
The hay is pitching.) 

Sub. Arc you furc, vou loos'd 'cm 
P their own menftrue r 

Fac. Yes, fir, and then married ^em. 
And put 'em in a bolts-bead nipp'd to digeftion. 
According as you bade me, when I fet 
The liquor of Mars to circulation 
In the fame heat. 

Sub. The procefs then was right. 

Fac. Yes, by the token, fir, the retort brake^ 
And what was fav'd, was put into the Pellicane» 
And fign'd with Hermes' feal. 

Sub. I think 'twas fo. 
We fiiould have a new Amalgama ^^. 

Sur. (O, this ferret 
Is rank as any pole-cat.) 

Sub. But I care not. 
Let him e'en die ; we have enough befide. 
In embrion. H. ha's his white ihirt on ? 

Fac. Yei, fir. 
He's ripe for inceratioi^ : he (lands warm. 
In his a(h-fire. I would not* you (hould let 
Any dye now, if I might counfel, fir, 
f*or luck's fake to the reft. It is not good. 
^ Mam. He fays right. 

•2 WeJhouUbave ^tuw Amaloahu*] A mixtore of metals widi 
mercury^ Dr. Gket^ 

] have not troubled the rea<ler with th^. explanation of all the terms 
of art, which he may learn by confult^g his di<tlionary : fome of 
them ffl^an the famc.thio^,a9a the exa^ meaning of fome is dubious. 
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Sur. I, are you bolted ? 

Fac. Nay, I knpw't, fir, 
I have feen th' ill fortune. What is fome three ounces 
Of frefli materials ? 

Mam. Is't no more ? 

Fac. No more, fir. 
Of gold, t*amalgame, with fome fix of mercury. 

Mam. Away, here's money. What will ferve ? 

Fac. Afkhim, fir. 

Mam. How much ? 

Sub. Give him nine pound : you may gi' him ten; 

Sur. Yes, twenty, and be cozened, do. 

Mam. There 'tis. 

Sub. This needs not. But that you will have it fo. 
To fee conclufions of all. For two 
Of our inferior works are at fixation, 
A third is in afcenfion. Go your .ways. 
Ha' you fet the oil of luna in kemia ? 

Fac. Yes, fir. 

Sub. And the philofophers vinegar. 

Fac. I. 

Sur. We (hall have a fallad. 

Mam. When do you make projeftion ? 

Sub. Son, be not hafty, I exalt our med'cincs 
By hanging him in balneo vaporofo^ « 
And giving him folution ; then congeal him ; 
And then difiblve him, then again congeal him : 
For look, how oft I iterate the work. 
So many times I add unto his virtue. 
As, if at firft one ounce convert a hundred. 
After his fecond loofe, he*ll turn a thoufand ; 
His third folution, ten ; his fourth, a hundred. 
After his fifth, a thoufand thoufand ounces 
Of any imperfcft metal, into pure 
Silver or gold, in all examinations. 
As good as any of the natural mine. 
Get you your fluff here againft afternoon. 

Your 
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Your brafs, your pewter, and your andirons. 

Mam. Not thofe of iron ? 

Sidf. Yes, you may bring them too. 
We'll change all metals. 

Sur. I believe you in that. 

Mam. Then I may fend my fpits ? 

Sub. Yes, and your racks. 

5«r. And dripping-pans, and pot«hangers, and hooks? 
Shall he not ? 

Sub. If he pleafe. 

Sur. To be an afs. j 

Sub. How, fir! ' 

Mam. This gentleman you muft bear withal : 
I told you, he had no faith. 

Sur. And as little hope, fir ; 
But much lefs charity, ihould I gull myfelf. 

Sub. Why, what have you obfcrv'd, fir, in our art. 
Seems fo impofllble ? 

Sur. But .your whole work, no more. 
That you ihould hatch gold in a furnace, fir. 
As they do eggs in Egypt '*! 

Sub. Sir, do you 
Believe that eggs are hatch'd fo ? 

Sur. If I fhould ? 

Sub. Why, I think that the greater mh'acle. 
No egg but differs from, a chicken more 
Than metaU in themfelves. 

Sur. That cannot be. 
The egg's ordain'd by nature to that end. 
And is a chicken m potentia. 

Sub. The fame we fay of lead, and other metals. 
Which would be gold, if they had time. 

■ • That you JhouU ba^ th gold in a furnace , fir^ 
As fhiy do eggs in u^gypt*"] Befides the accounts given 09 by 
Sandys and other later travellers, of the manner of hatching chick* 
ens at Grand Cairo, the reader may confult an exad rela 1737. 
(he celebrated Mr. John Grc|»ve9> 2d vol, of his works, edit. 

Mcim. 
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Mam. And chat 
Our art doth further. , 

Sut. ly for 'twere ablurd 
To think that nature in the ealth br^d g6ld 
Perfe& i* the inftaht. Something went M^ri. 
There muft be remote matter.^ 

Sur. I, what is that ? 

Sui. Marry, %e fay-i— — 

Mam. I, now it haats : ftahd father^ 
Pound him to duft 

Suk It is, of the dne part^ 
A^humid exhalation, which we call 
Materia Umid'aj or this un&uous water ; 
On the other part, a certain crafs and vifcoui 
Portion of earth \ both which, concot^ratcf^ 
Do make the elenientary matter of gold ; 
"Which is not yet friftia matma^ 
But common tct all metals, and all flooes^ 
For, where it is forfaken of that moifture^ 
And hath more drinefs, it becomes a ftone; 
Where it retains more of the humid fatnefsi 
tt turns to fulphur, or to quickfilver. 
Who are the parents of all odier metals; 
Nor can this remote matter fuddenly 
Progrefs fo from extreme unto extreme. 
As to grow gold, and leap o're all the means; 
Nature doth firft beget th* impeded, ttien 
Proceeds (he to the perfeft. Of that airy 
And oily water, mercury is engendred ; 
Sulphur o' the fat and earthy part ; the on€ 
(Which is the I3&) fupplying the place of male^ 
The other of the female in all metals. 
Some do believe hermaphrodeity. 
That both do ad and fuffen But thefe two^ 
Make the reft dudile^ malleable, extenfive. 
And even in gold they arc 5 for we do finrf 

Seed* 
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Seeds of them, by our fire, and gold in thetn 1 
And can produce the fpecies of each meca! 
More perfect thence, than nature doth in earth, 
Befide, who doth not fee in daily pradice. 
Art can beget bees, hornets, beetles^ wafps^ 
Out of the carcafles and dung of creatures ; 
Yea, fcorpions of an herb, being rightly placed ^ 
And thefe are living creatures, far more perfect 
And excellent than metals. 

Mam. Well (aid, father ! 
Nay, if he take you in hand, fir, with an aigument. 
He'll bray you in a mortar. 

Sur. Pray you, fir^ day* 
Rather than Y\\ be bray'd, fir. Til believe 
That Alchemy is a pretty kind of game. 
Somewhat like tricks o' the cards, to cheat a man 
With charming. , 

Sub. Sir? 

Sur. What elfe are all your terms. 
Whereon no one o* your writers Agrees with other ? 
Of your elixir, your lac virginisj 
Your (tone, your medicine, and your Chryfofperme, 
Your fal, your fulphur, and your mercury. 
Your oil of height, your tree of Kfe, your blood. 
Your marchefite, your tutie, your magnefia. 
Your toad, your crow, your dragon, and your panther. 
Your fun, your moon, your firmament, your adrop. 
Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chibrtt, Heautarit, 
And then your red man, and your white woman. 
With all your broths, your mcnftrues, and materials, 
Of pifs and egg-(helh, womens terms, mans blood. 
Hair o' th' head, burnt clouts, chalk, merds, and clay, 
Powder of bones, fcalingsof iron, glafs. 
And worlds of other ftrange ingredients. 
Would burft a man to name ? 

Sub. And all thefe namM, 

In- 
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Intending but one thing ; which art our writers 
Us'd to obfcure their art. 

Mam. Sir, fo I told him, 
Becaufe the (imple idiot fliould not learn it. 
And make it vulgar. 

Sub. Was not all the knowledge 
Of the ^Egyptians writ in ntiyftic fymbols ? 
Speak not the fcriptures oft in parables ? 
Are not the choiceft fables of the poets. 
That were the fountains and firft fprings of wifdom^ 
Wrap'd in perplexed allegories ? « 

Mam. I urg*d that. 
And clear'd to him, that Syfiphus was damned 
To roll the ceaflefs (lone, only becaufe 
He would have ours common. Who is this ? 

[Dot is feen. 

Sub.God*s precious — What do you mean? go in good 
Let me entreat you. Where's this varlet ? [lady, 

Fac. Sir ? 

Sub. You very knave ! do you ufe me thus ? 

Fac. Wherein, fir ? 

Sub. Go in, and fee, you traitor. Go. 

Mam. Who is it, fir ? 

Sub. Nothing, fir : nothing. 

Mam. What's the matter, good fir ? 
I have not feen you thus diftemper'd ? who is't ? 

Sub. All arts have ftill had, fir, their adverfaries ; 
But ours the mod ignorant. What now ? 

[Face returns. 

Fac. *Twas not my fault, fir -, (he would fpeak with 

Sub. Would (he, fir ? Follow me. [you* 

Mam. Stay, lungs. 

Fac. I dare not, fir. ^ 

Mam. How I pray thee (lay. 

Fac. She's mad, fir, and fent hither 

Mam. Stay man, what is (he ? 

Fac. 
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kit. A lord's fitter^ fir^ 
(He^ll be mad too. 

A£am. I Warrant thct. ) 
Why fent hither ? 

Fac. Sir, to be cur'd. 

Sui. Why rafcal ! 

Fac. Locyou. Here, fir. [tiegoiscut. 

Mam. 'Fore God, a Bradamantt, a brave piece''. 

Sur. Heart, this is a bawdy-houfe ! Y\\ be burnt elfe. 

Mam. O, by this light, no. Do not wrong him. H'is 
Too fcrupulouft that way. It is his vice. 
No, h'is a rare phyfician, do him right. 
An excellent Paracelfian, and has done 
Strange cures with mineral phyfick. He deals all 
With fpirits, he. He will not hear a word 
Of Galen, or his tedious Recipe's. 
How now, lungs 1 [Face agaim 

Fac. Softly, fir, fpeak foftly. 1 meant 
To ha' told your worfhip all. This muft not hear« 

Mam. No, he will not be gull'd t let him alone. 

Fac. Y'are very right, fir, me is a moft rare fcholar. 
And is gone mad with (ludying Broughton's works^^« 
tf you but name a word touching the Hebrew» 
She falls into her fit, and will difcourfe 
So learnedly of genealogies^ 
Al you would run mad too, to hear her, fir. [lungs ? 

Mam.HQm might one do^ t^ have conference with her, 

Fac. O divers have run mad upon the conference, 
t do not know, fir : Xzxti lent in hafte. 
To fetch a vial. 

Sur. Be not guU'd, fir Mammon. 

" *For^ God, a BRAbAMANt b] An heroine in Orlando furtofo: 

*• She it gone mad <with fluking Broughton^s 'work$!\ Mr. Hueh 

firoughcdn, a celebrated rabbin in Q^een EUxabeth's days, and a 

g;reat publiOier. Set St ryp^ Wbitgift^ and dmudt of^tn Eli* 

Kohetb^ vol* 2. Dr. Gft I r . 

Vol. lit D Mam. 
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Mam. Wherein ? *pray ye, be patient* 

Sur. Yes, as you are. 
And truft confederate knaves, and bawds, and whores. 

Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, Uien, 
One word. 

Fac. I dare not, in good faith. 

Mam. Stay, knave. 

Fac: H' b extreme angry that you faw her, fir. 

Mam. Drink that. What is (he when (he's out of her 

[fit? 

Fac. O, the moft afiableft creature, (ir *! lb merry \ 
So pleafant ! (he'll mount you up, like quick-filver. 
Over the helm ; and circulate, like oyl, 
A very vegetal : difcourle of ftate. 
Of mathematicks, bawdry, any thin g 

Mam. Is (he no way accelfible ? no means. 
No trick to give a man a tafte of he r w it-—— 
Or fo ? ^Ulen. 

Fae. I'll come to you again, fir. 

Mam. Surly, I did not think, one o^your breeding 
.Would traduce perlbnages of worth. 

Sur. Sir Epicure, 
Your fi-iend to ufe : yet ftill, loth to be guU'd, 
I do not like your philofophical bawds. 
Their (lone is letchery enough to pay for. 
Without this bait. 

Mam. 'Heart, you abufe your felf. 
I know the lady, and her friends, and means, 

* Fac. Of tb0 MOST APFABLBST cnahort^Jir !'\ This manner of 
fpeaking, by a comparative or fnperladTC, formed from a compa- 
rative or fuperlative, was common to onr old writert. Oar author 
hu an ingenioQs remark on this mode of fpeedi, in his EngHJb 
Grammar, which the reader will permit me to fet before him : 
* Furchermorcy thefe adverbs man and uufi are added to the com- 
*^ paratiye and fuperlative degrees themselves, which Ihoald be 
" before the pofitive : and this is a certain kind of Englllh Atti* 
*' cifm, or eloquent phrafe of f^ecb, imitating the manner of the 
«* m»fi antienteji znd JSneJ} Graecians, who> for more esnphafis and 
<* vehemencies fake, ufedfo to (peak.** ^^ 

The 
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The original of this difafter. Her brother 
H'as told me all. 

Sur. And yet you ne*er faw her 
TUl now ? 

Atom. O yes, but I forgot. I have (believe it) 
One o* the treacheroufell memories, I do chink» 
Of all mankind. 

Sur. What call you her brother ? 

A£im. My lord— — — 
He wi' not have his name known, now I think on't, 

Sur. A very treacherous memory 1 

Alam. O* my faith 

Sur. Tut, if you ha' it not about you, pafs it. 
Till we meet next. « 

Aldm. Nay, by this hand, 'tis true. 
He's one I honour, and my noble friend. 
And I refped his houie. 

Sur. Heart ! can it be, 
That a grave fir, a rich, that has no need, 
A wife fir too, at other times, fliould thus 
With his own oaths, and argumeilts, make hard means 
To gull himfelf ? An' this be your eliiar. 
Your L^ mneralis^ and your lunary. 
Give me your honeft trick, yet, at primero, 
Orgleek; and take your lutum fapicntiSj 
Your menftruumjtmpkx : Til have gold before you. 
And with lefs danger of the quickfilver. 
Or the hot fulphur*'. 

Fac. Here's one from captain- Face, fir, {T^ Surly ^ 
Defires you to meet him i' the Temple-church, 
Some half hour hence, and upon earnefi: bufinefs. 
Sir, if you pleafe to quit us, now ; and come 

IHe whifpers Mammon. 
Again within two hours, you fliall have 

*> mtb Ufs danger of the qmcl^her. 

Or tUht^pbur.l^tULmg, with l«is danger of being fiJivated 
for it. 

D 2 My 
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My mafter bafy examining o' the works ; 
And I will deal you in unco the party. 
That you may fee her converfe. Sir, (hall I fay. 
You'll meet the captain's worlhip i 

Sur. Sir, I will. 
But, by attorny, and to a fecond purpofe^*. 
Now, I am fure, it is a bawdy-houfe ; 
I'll fwear it, were the marihal here to thank me ; 
The naming this commander doth confirm it. 
Don Face ! why, h' is the moft authentick dealer 
I' thefe commodities ! the fuperintendant 
To all the quainter traffickers in town. 
He is the vifitor, and does appoint. 
Who lies with whom, and at what hour; what price;. 
"Which gown ; and in what fmock ; what fall ; what 
Him will I prove, by a third perfon, to find [tyre« 
The fubtleties of this dark labyrinth : 
Which if I do difcover, dear fir Mammon<i 
You'll give your poor friend leave, tho' no philofopher, 
To laugh : for you that are, 'tis thoi^bt, ihall weep. 

Fac. Sir, he does pray, you'll not lorget. 
^' Sur. I will not, fir. 
Sir Epicure, I ihall leave you. 

Mam. I follow you, ftraight. 

Fac. But do fo, good fir, to avoid fulpicioA. 
This gent'man has a par'lous head* 

Mam. But wilt thou, Ulen, 
Be conftant to thy promife i 

Fac. As my life, fir. 

Mam. And wilt thou infinuate what I am ? and praile 
And fay, I am a noble fellow i [me ? 

Fac. O what clfe, fir ? 
And, that you'll make her royal, with the itone, 

*^ But hy attorfiy, and to a fecond purpofi ] i. e.'I will delegate, as 
It were, or appoint fome other chara6ler to ad inflead of my own 
proper chara£ier. He fpeaks this afide. For foon after he pats on 
the perfon of a Spaniih don. Mr. Upton. 

An 
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Ad emprefs ; and your felf. King of Bantam. 

Mam. Wilt thou do this i 

Fac. Willi, fir? 

Mam. Lungs, my lungs ! 
I love thee. 

Fac. Send your ftufF, (ir, that my mafter 
May bufie himfelf about projedion. 

Mam. TW haft witch'd me, rogue : take, go. 

Fac. Your jack, and all, fin 

Mam. Thou art a villain - 1 will lend my jack. 
And the weights too. Slave, I could bite thine ear. 
Away, thou doft not care for me. 

Fac. Not I, fir ? 

Mam. Come, I was born to make thee, my good 
Set thee on a bench, and ha' thee twirl a chain [weafel. 
With the beft lord's vermin of 'cm all. 

Fac. Away, fir. 

Mam. A Count, nay, a Count Palatine 

Fac. Good, fir, go. 

Mim. Shall not advance thee better : no, nor fallen 

SCENE IV. 

Subtkj Faccy Bol. 

Suh. Has he bit ? has he bit ? 

Fac. And fwallow'd too, my Subtle. 
I havegiv'n him line, and now he plays, i' faith. 

Sub. And (hall we twitch him ? 

Fac. Thorow both the gills. 
A wench is a rare bait, with which a man 
No (boner's taken, but he ftraigbt firks mad. 

Sub, Dol, my lord Wha'ts'hums fifler, you muft now 
Bear your felf Sfatelicb. 

Dol. O let me alone. 
I'll not forget my race, I warrant you. 
I'll keep my^diftance, laugh and talk aloud ; 

D 3 Have 
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Have all the tricks of a proud fcurvy lady. 
And be as rude as her woman. 

Fac. Well faid, fanguinc. 

Sub. But will be fend his andirons ? 

Fac. His j^ck too i, 
And's iron Ihoebg horn: I ha* fpoke to him. Wcll^ 
I muft not lofc my wary gamefter, yonder. 

Sub. O monfieur Caution, that will not be gu IPd 

Fac. I, if I c^n (Irike a fine hook into him, now. 
The Temple-church, there I have caft mine angle. 
Well, *pray for me. Til about it. 

Sub. What, more gudgeons ! {One knocks. 

Dol, fcout, fcogt ; (lay. Face, you mud go to the door^ 
*Pray God it be my Anabaptift. Who is*t, Dol ? 

Dol. I know him noc.He looks like a gold end-man. 

Sub. Gods fo ! 'tis he, he faid he would fend 
What call you him ? 
The fan&ified elder, that fhould deal 
For Mammon's jack and andirons ! Let him in. 
Suy, help me off, firft, with my gown. Away^ 
Madam, to your withdrawing chamber. Now, 
In a new tune, new'^^fture, bu; old language. 
This fellow is fent frpm one negotiates with mp 
About the ftone too •, for the holy brethren 
Of Amfterdam, the exil'd faints : that hope 
To raife their difcipline by it. I muft ufe him 
Infomeflrangefalhion, now, to make him admire me*^ 

%i ■■ . ■ ■ Imifftuffhim 

In fame ftraitge fajhion now to make him admire m/.] It is jjodi- 
cioufly remarked by Mr* Upton, that nothing can be finer iQiagin*4 
than this change of Subtle^s behaviour. Foqls always admire what 
they leafl anderftand ; and chara^ers is the leaft they ai:e aeqaaint- 
ed with. To the voluptuous an4 wicked MaiQQion, Si^b^p appears, 
holinefs and humility itCelf : to the ignorant and devout Ananias, 
he appears all learning and fcience : to which every other copfide- 
j^ation muft fubmk : and all this, ytx^ agreeably to the rales of de- 
corum, to excite the admiration and wonder of thole yari«os kinds 
of fools, 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

SuHUf Fdce^ Ananias. 

Sub. Where is my drudge i 

Fac. Sir. 

Siuh. Take away the recipient. 
And redify your menftrue from the phlegma. 
Then pour it o' the Sol, in the cucurbite. 
And let 'em macerate together. 

Foi. Yes, fir. 
And fave the ground ? 

Suh. No. ^errc damnata 
Muft not have entrance in the work* Who are you ? 

Ana. A faithful brother, if it pleafe you. 

Sub. Whslt's that? 
ALuUianift? a Ripley? Filiusartis? 
Can you fublime and dulcify ? calcine ? 
Know you the Sapor Pontick ? Sapor Stiptick ? 
Or what is homogene, or heterogene ? 

Ana. I underftand no heathen language, truly. 

Sub. Heathen, your Knipper-doling ^^ r is Ars Sacra, 
Or Chryfopceia, or Spagyrica, 
Or the Pamphyfick, or Panarchick knowledge, 
A heathen language ? 

Ana, Heathen Greek, I take it. 

Sub. How \ heathen Greek ? 

Ana. All V heathen but the Hebrew. 

Sub. Sirrah, my varlet, ftand you forth, and fpeak to 
Like a philofopher ; anfwer, i* the language. [him. 



'4 Heathen^ yu Knipper-dolino ?] Emfftr-ioUng was ftfana. 
tical Anabaptift at Munfter in Germany ; he with one Rotm a and 
John Backold, commonly called John of Leyden, a taylor, and the 
feft of the fuperftitioas crew, raifed great diftorbancei in the Low 
Coontries aboat the year 1533. 

D 4 Name 
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Name the vexations, and the martyrizationt 
Of metals in the work. 

Fac. Sir, Putrefaftion, 
Solution, Ablution, Sublimation, 
Cohobation, Calcination, Cecation, and 
Fixation, 

Sub. This is hes^en Greek, ta you, now f 
And whence comes Vivification ? 

Fac. After Mortification. 

Sub. What's Cohobation. 

Fac. 'Tis the pouring on 
Your Aqua Regis, and then drawing him off*, 
To the trine circle of the feven fpheres. 

Sui. What's the proper pafiion of metals ? 

Fac. Malleation. 

Sub. What^s your ultimum fuppUcUm aurif 

Fac. Antimonium. 

Sub. This's heathen Greek to you ? and what's your 

Fac. A very fugitive, he will be gone, fir. [Mercury ? 

Sub. How know you himv? 

Fac. By his Vifcofitie, 
His Oleofity, and his Sufcitability. 

Sub. How do you fublime him ? 

Fai. With the calce of egg-(hells. 
White marble, talc. 

Sub: Your Magifterium, now i 
What's that ? 

Fac, Shifting, fir, your elements, [dry. 

Dry into cold, cold into moift, moift into hot, hot into 

Sub. This's heathen Qreek to you ftill ? 
Your Lapis pbilofopbicus f 

Fac. 'Tis a ftone, and not 
A (lone ) a fpirit, a foul, and a body : 
Which if you do difiblve, it is diflblv'd | 
If you coagulate, it is coagulated \ 
If you make it to fly, i( Qieth. 

Sub. Enough. 

This's 
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Tbis's heathen Greek to you ? What are you, fir ? 

Ana* Fleafe you, a fervaot of the exil'd brethren. 
That deal with widows, and with orphans goods : 
And make a juft account unto the umts : 
A deacon. 

Sub. O, you are fent from matter Wholfome, 
Your teacher ? 

Ana. From Tribulation Wholfome, 
Our very zealous paftor. 

Sub. Good. I have 
Some orphans goods to come here. 

Ana. Of what kind, fir ? 

Sub. Pewter, and brafs, andirons, and kitchei|*ware, 
Metals, that we muft vfe our medicine on : 
Wherein the brethren may have a penn^orth. 
For ready money. 

Ana. Were the orphans parents 
Sincere profellbrs I 

Sub. Why do you alk ? 

Ana. Becaufe 
We then are to deal juftjy, and give (in truth) 
Their utmoft value. 

Sub. *Slid, you'ld cozen elfe. 
And if their parents were not of the faithful? 
I will not truft you, now I think on't, 
^Till I ha* talk'd with your paftor. Ha* you brought 
To buy more coals ? [money 

Ana. No furcly. 

Sub. No ? how fo ? 

Ana, The brethren bid me fay qnto you, fir. 
Surely, they will not venture any more. 
Till they may lee proje^on. 

Sub. How! 

Ana. You have had. 
For the inftruments, as bricks, and lome, and glafles. 
Already thirty pound \ and for materii^s, 

They 
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They fay, fome ninety more: and they have heard fince, 
That one, Yat Heidelberg, made it of an egg. 
And a fmall paper of pin-duft, 

Sui. What's your name ? 

jina. My name is Ananias, 

Sui. Out, the varlet 
That cozen'd the apoftles ! Hence, away. 
Flee, mifchief ; had your holy confillory 
No name to fend me, of another found. 
Than wicked Ananias ? fend your elders 
Hither, to make atonement for you, quickly. 
And gi* me fatisfaftion i or out goes 
The fire ; and down th* alembecks, and the furnace. 
Piger Henricus, or what not. Thou wretch. 
Both Sericoh, and Bufo, fha!l be loft. 
Tell 'em. All hope of rooting out the bilhops. 
Or th' antichriilian, hierarchy Ihall pcrilh. 
If they flay thr^efcore minutes. The Aqueity, 
Terreity, and Sulphureity p 

Shall run together again, and all be annulPd, 
Tbou wicked Ananias. This will fetch *em. 
And make 'em hafte towards their gulling more. 
A man muft deal like a rough nurfe, and fright 
Thoft that arc froward to an appetite. 

SCENE VI, 

Face^ Subtle^ Brugger. 

Fac. H'is bufie with his fpirits, but we*ll upon him, 
^isr^.How now! what mates .^ wbatbalardsha'we here? 

[Nab? 

Fac. I told you, he would be furious. Sir, here's 

Has brought you another piece of gold to look on : 

(We muft appeafe him. Give it me) and prays you^ 

You would devifc (what is it. Nab ?) 

Bra. 
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Pru. A fign^ fir. 

Fac. I, a good lucky one, a thriving fign, dpAor^ 

Sttb. I was devifing now. 

F^. (Slight, do not fity fo, 
^e will repent he ga* you any more.) 
What fay you to his conftellation, do£bor ? 
The Ballance ? 

Sui. No, that way is ftak, and common. 
A townfman born in Taurus, gives the bull 1 
Or the bulls-head : in Aries, the ram. 
A poor device. No, I will have his name 
Form'd in fome myftick character i whofe radii. 
Striking the fenfes of the paflers by. 
Shall, by a virtual influence, breed afFe&ions, 
That may refult upon the party Qwn? it ; 
As thus r 

Fac. Nab ! 

Sui. He (hall have a heU that's Abel\ 
And by it ftanding one whofe name is Dee^ 
In a rug gown ; there's D, and Rug^ that's drug ! 
And right anenft him a dog fnarling er \ 
There's Drugger^ Abel Druggcr. That's his fign. 
And here's now myftery, and hicroglyphick** ! 

Fsac. Abel, thou art made. 

Dru. Sir, I do thank his worfliip. 

Fac. Six o'thy lees more will not do ir. Nab. 
lie has brought you a pipe of tobacco, doctor. 

Dru. Yes, fir : 
I have another thing I would impart ' 

P^c. Out with it. Nab. 

Dru. Sir, there is lodg'd, hard by me, 
A rich young iffi/iayr -r-^ 



^s Anihorex nom) mjjfiiiy, mtdhitrogfypKck,'] The lidicale on the 
tafte for rebufe^* coouaon i^t ^at time, is well placed : Camden, 
in his Kemalns* will help the reader lo others of the fame kind ; and 
flich too was tJiat of one Newberry, who. hi4 a ((Q expreifiiig his 
9amei in t)^ i^aiuier herfi mf ^t)Q;pie4^ 
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T^df . Good ? a bona roba ? 

J)ru, But nineteen at the moft. 

Fac. Vcrj good^ Abel. 

Vru. Marry^ (h'is not in fafluon yet; fhe wears 
A hood ; but 't ftands acop. 

Fac. No matter^ AbeL 

Dru. And I do now and then give her a fucus — - 

Fac. What ! doft thou deal. Nab ? 

Sub. I did tell you, captain* 

Dru. And phyfick too ibmetime, fir : for which fbt 

[trufts me 
With all her mind. She's come up here of purpofe 
To learn the f alhion . 

Fac. Good (his match too!) on. Nab. • / [tune* 

Dru. And iObe do's (Irangely long to know her for* 

Fac. Gods lid. Nab, fend her to the dodor hither. 

Dru. Yes, I have fpoke to her of his worihip al* 

[ready : 
But file's afraid it will be blown abroad. 
And hurt her marriage. 

Fac. Hurt it ? 'tis the way 
To heal it, if 'twere hurt ; to make it more 
Follow'd and fought : Nab, thou flialt tell her this. * 
She'll be more known, more talk'd of ; and your wi- 

[dows 
Are ne'er of any price till they be famous i 
Their honour is their multitude of fuitors : 
Send her, it may be thy good fortune. What ? 
Thou doft not know. 

Dru. No, fir, flic'll never marry 
Under a knighc. Her brother has made a vow. 

Fac. What, and doft thou defpair, my little Nab, 
Knowing what the dodor has fet down for thee. 
And feeing fo many of the city dubb'd ? 
One glafs o' thy water, with a madam I know. 
Will have it done, Nab : what's her brother ? a knight ? 

Dru, 
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Dm. No» fir, a gencleman newly warm in his land, fir. 
Scarce cold in his one and twenty, that do's govern 
His fifter here ; and is a man himfelf 
Of ibme three choufand a year, and is come up 
To learn to quarrel, and to live by his wits. 
And will go down again, and die i' the country. 

Fac, How f to quarrel ? 

Dru. Yes, fir, to carry quarrels. 
As gallants do, to manage 'em by line* 

Fac. 'Slid, Nab ! the doftor is the only man 
In Chriftendom for him. He has made a table. 
With mathematical demonftrations. 
Touching the art of quarrels. He will give him 
An inftrument to quarrel by. Go, bring 'em both. 
Him and his fifter. And, for thee, with her 
The do£bor happ'ly may perfuade. Go to. 
'Sha*t give his worfliip a new damaflc fuit 
Upon the premilies. 

Sui. O, good captain. 

Fac. He fiiall. 
He is the honefteft fellow, dodor. Stay not. 
No offers, bring the damafk, and the parties. 

Dru. I'll try my power, fir. 

Fac. And thy will too. Nab. 

Sui. 'Tis good tobacco, this ! what is't an ounce ? 

Fac. He'll fend you a pound, do(^r. 

Sub. O, no. 

Fac. He will do't. 
It is the goodefl: foul. Abel, about it. 
(Thou (halt know more anon. Away, be gone.) 
A miferable rogue, and lives with cheele. 
And has the worms. That was the caufe indeed 
Why he came now. He dealt with me in private. 
To get a med'cine for 'cm. 

Sub. And (hall, fir. This works. 

Fac. A wife, a wife for one o'us, my dear Subtle : 

We'll 
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We'll e'en draw lots, and he that fails, (hall have 
The more in goods, the other has in tail. 

Sub. Rather the lefs: For (he may bfc fo light 
She may want grains. 

fac. I, or be fuch a burden^ 
A man would fcarce endure her for the whole. 

Suif. Faith, bed let's fee her firft, and then determine^ 

Fac. Content. But Dol muft ha' no breath on't* 

Sut. Mum. 
Away, you to your Surly yonder, catch him« 

Fac. 'Pray God I ha' not (bud too long. 

Sui. I fear it. 



ACT m. 8 C E K E L 

^ribulatttmi Ananiasi 

[faintSf 
JW. rip tt E S E chaftifements arc common to the 

X And fuch rebukes we of the feparation 
Muft bear, with willing, (houlders, as the trials 
Sent forth to tempt our frailties. 

Jna. In pure zeal 
I do not like the man, he is a heathen. 
And fpeaks the language of Canaan, truly. 

Tri* I think him a prophane pcrfon indeedi 

Ana. He bears 
The vifible mark of the beaft in his fore-head. 
And for his (lone, it is a work of darknefs. 
And with philofophy blinds the eyes of man^ 

Tri* Good brother, we muft bend unto all meaAf 
That may give furtherance to the holy caufc. 

Ana. Which his cannot i the fandified cau(b 
Should have a fandiified courfe. 

Tri, Not always neceflfary : 
The children of perdition are oft-times 
Made inftruments even of the greateft Wotki« 

Befide, 
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Befide^ we fhould give fomewhat to man's nature. 

The place he lives in, ftill about the fire. 

And fume of metals, that intoxicate « 

The brain of man, and make him prone to paiBon. 

Where have you greater atheilts than your cooks ? 

Or more prophane, or cholerick, than your glaflmen ? 

More antichriftaan than your bell-founders ? 

What makes the devil fo devililh, I would alk you, 

Sathan, our common enemy, but his being 

Perpetually about the fire, and boiling 

Brimftone and arfenick ? We muft give, I fay. 

Unto the motives, and the flirrers up 

Of humours in the blood. It may be fo. 

When as the work is done, the ftone is made. 

This heat of his may turn into a zeal. 

And (land up for the beauteous difcipline, 

Againft the menfiruous cloth, and rag of Rome. 

We muft await his calling, and the coming 

Of the good fpirit. You did fault, t' upbraid him 

With the brethrens blcfling of Heidelberg, weighing 

What need we have to haften on the work. 

For the reftoring of the filcnc'd faints, 

Which ne'er will be, but by the philofophers (lone. 

And fo a learned elder, one of Scotland, 

AfTurM me ; aurum potabile being 

The only med'cine, for the civil magiftrate, 

T' incline him to a feeling of the caufe ; 

And mud be daily us'd in the difeafe. 

Ana. I have not edified more, truly, by man ; 
Not (ince the beautiful light firft (hone on me ; 
And I am fad my zeal hath fo pfFended. 

Tri. Let us call on him then. 

Ana. The motion*s good, 
And of the fpirit \ I will knock firft : peace be within, 

SCENE 
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' S C E N E II. 

SkitUy tribulation^ Anamas* 

Suh. O, arc you come ? 'twas time. Your thrcclcoft 

[minucei 
Were at laft thread, you fee ; and down had gone 
Furnus acedia^ turris circvlatorius : 
Lembek, bolts-head, retort, and pellicane 
Had all been cinders. Wicked Ananias ! 
Art thou return'd ? nay then, it goes down yeC^ 

Tri. Sir, be appeafed, he is come to humble 
Himfelf in fpirit, and to a(k your patience. 
If too much zeal hath carried him afide 
From the due path. 

Sub. Why, this doth qualiBe 1 

Tri. The brethren had no purpofe, verily, 
To give you the leail grievance : but are ready 
To lend their willing hands to any projeft 
The fpirit and you direct. 

Sub. This qualifies more ! 

Tri. And for the orphans goods, let them be valu'di 
Or what is needful elfe to the holy work. 
It (hall be numbred i here, by me, the faintSf 
Throw down their purfe before you. 

Sub. This qualifies mod ! 
Why, thus it fhould be, now you under(t:and« 
Have I difcours'd fo unto you of our done. 
And of the good that it (hall bring your caufe t 
Shew'd you (be(ide the main of hiring forces 
Abroad, drawing the Hollanders, your friends, 
From th* Indies, to ferve you, with all their fleet) 
That even the medicinal ufe fhall make you ifsiGtiotif 
And party in the realm ? as, put the cafe. 
That fome great man in date, he have the gout^ 
Whyr you but fend three drops of your Elixir^ 

You 
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Itou help him ftraight : there you have made a friend. 

Another has the palfie, or the dropfie. 

He takes of your incombuftible ftuff. 

He's young again : there you have made a friend. 

A lady that is pad the feat of body, 

Tho* not of mind, and hath her face decay'd 

Beyond all cure of paintings, you reftore^ 

With the oil of talc : there you have made a friend % 

And all her friends. A lord that is a leper, 

A knight that has the bone-ach, or a fquire 

That hath both thefe, you make Vm fmooth and found. 

With a bare fricace of your med'cinc : ftill 

ITou in<::feafe your friends. 

Tri. I, 'tis very pregnant. 

Sui. And then the turning of this lawyer's pewter 
To plate at chriltmafs ■ 

jina. Chrift-tide, I pray you. 

Sub. Yet Ananias? 

jina. I have done. 

Sub. Or changing 
His parcel gilt to maflie goldk You cannot 
But raife you friends *. Withal, to be of power 
To pay an army in the field, to buy 
The king of France out of his realms, or Spain 
Out of his Indies. What can you not do 
Againft lords fpiritual or temporal, 
That ihall oppone you ? 

Tri. Verily, *tis true. 
We may be temporal lords ourfelves, I take it. 

Sub. You may be any thing, and leave off to make 
Long-winded exercifes : or fuck up 
Your ha, and hum, in a tune. 1 not deny. 
But fuch as are not graced in a (late, 
• May, for their ends, be adverfe in relig^n. 



Tou cannot 



Bui raiji xouKfri^niis ] So the Jaft edition 5 the Others more truly 
as tt flands a hove. 

Vol. Iir. E And 
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And get a tune to call the flock together : 

For (to fay footh) a tune does much with womeo^ 

And other phlegmatick people, it is your bell. 

AnM. Bells are prophane : a tune may be religious. 

Sub. No warning wich you ? then larewel my pa* 

[tience. 
'Slight, it (hall down : I will not be thus tortur'd. 

yW. I pray you, fir. 

Suh. All flidl perifh. I have fpokejit. 

7W« Let me find grace, fir, in your eyes \ the man 
He ftands corrected : neither did his zeal 
(But as your felf) allow a tune fomewhere. 
Which now, being to'ard the (tone, we Ihall not need. 

Sub. No, nor your holy vizard, to win widows 
To give you legacies ; or make zealous wives 
To rob tl}eir huibands for the common caufe : 
Nor take the ftart of bonds broke but one day. 
And fay, they were forfeited by providence^ 
Nor fhall you need o'er night to eat huge meals. 
To celebrate your next day's faft the better : 
The whiift the brethren and the fillers humbled. 
Abate the fiiiffnefs of the flelh. Nor call 
Before your hungrv hearers fcrupulous bones \ 
As whether a chriuian may hawk or hunt. 
Or whether matrons of the holy afiembly 
May lay their hair ou^ or wear doublets ; 
Or have that idol ftarch about their linen *. 

* Or n/dfithtr matrons of the holy ajffemhly 

May litf tbnr hair out^ or ^vear doublets ; 

Or ha^ue that idol p arch about their linen.'] The puritans of OUF 
author*8 days afFefled all thefe» and other fcruples of equal confe- 
quence ; and wou'd have reforpi'd the drefTes of the age, as well 
as the conflicutioD and language of the kingdom, by fcnpture pre* 
cedents, and fcripture exprellions. In the dominion of grace all 
was to be pure fimplicity. There cannot be an exa6>er popy of the 
principles and pra^ice of the fanatics in that time, than what is 
given us in this fcene : the pamphlets and writings of that period, 
as well as the troubles that followed in the next reign, conoborate 
all that Jonfon hath here faid. 

dlna. 



\ 
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Ana. It is indeed an idol. 

7W. Mind him not, fin 
I do command chee, ^irit (of zeal, but trouble) 
To peace within him. Fray you, fir, go on. 

Suh. Nor (Kail you need to libel 'gainft the prelates. 
And fliorten fo your ears againft the hearing 
Of the next wire-drawn grace. Nor of neceflity 
Rail againft plays, to pleafe the alderman. 
Whole daily cuftard you devour. Nor lie 
With zealous rage till you are hoarfe. Not one 
Of thefe fo fingular arts. Nof call your felves 
By names of Tribulation, Perfecution, 
Reftraint, Long- patience, and fuch like, affefted 
By the whole family or wood of you % 
Only for glory, and to catch the ear 
Of the difciple. 

7r/. Truly, fir, they are 
Ways that the godly brethren have invented. 
For propagation of the glorious caufe. 
As very notable means, and whereby aUb 
Themfelves grow foon, and profitably famous* 



I ^^ 



And pub Dki, agkaei 



By the 'whole family or wood of you ^ Wc have had tfa!s cx- 
preffion before in the Silent fFoman, a£k z. fc. 2. PTood is nfcd to 
fignify any mifcellanoas colle£lion» or ftock of materials, hence 
fome poets intitle their mifcellaneoas works /Aivtms Hhri ; afid our 
poet, alluding to this .antient pradice, calls his the Foreji. As to 
the names here mentioned, every one knows the affedlation of the 
puritans in giving them : the vanity of thefe new names is takea 
notice of by Camden, which, faith he, have been lately given 
by fome to their children with no evil meaning, but upOTi fome 
fingular and preciie conceit. As if the puritans imagined the name 
fandlified the man ; and thought with the Spaniards, that it con- 
veyed to the perfon fome mark of grace agreeably to that whicji 
was fignified by it. And this was the reafon, as the hiflorian tells 
ns, why fuch pompous -names became fo common in Spain : £41 
enfiome efioit do- hailler 'voiuntiers a leurs infanSf des nomp oa funnms 
hienfounanjf eftinums que cela leur atque^vreit grace emvers les hommes, 
Isf que un heau nom re*venoit a la perfonne quelque marque ou imprej/iom 
confQrme i ce que par icelui efinit jignijie, 

Uiit. d*£rpa2[ne, de Meyer&t Turquet. p. 296. 
£ 2 &ub. 
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Sub. O, but the (tone, all's idle to it! notlung! . 
The art of angels, nature's miracle. 
The divine fecret that doth fly in clouds 
From eaft to weft ; and whofe tradition 
Is not from men, but fpirits. 

Ana, I hate traditions : 

I do not truft them —— 

3W. Peace« 

Ana. They are popi(h alL 
1 will not peace. I will not — 

^ri. Ananias. 

Ana. Pleafe the prophane, to grieve the godly, I 

[may not. 

Sub. Well, Ananias, thou fhalt over come. 

7W. It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, fir. 
But truly, clfe, a very faithful brother, 
A botcher, and a man, by revelation. 
That hath a competent knowledge of the truth. 

Sub. Has he a competent fum there i' the bag 
To buy the goods within ? I am made guardian. 
And muft, for charity and confcience fake. 
Now fee the moft be made for my poor orphan : 
Tho' 1 defirc the brethren too, good gainers. 
There they are within. When you have viewed, an<J 

bought 'em, 
And ta'en the inventory of what they arc. 
They arc ready for projeftion ; there's no more 
To do : caft on the med'cine, fo much filver 
As there is tin there, fo much gold as brafs, 
ril gi't you in by weight. 

9>/- But how long time, 
Sir, muft the faints expeft yet ? 

Sub. Let me fee, ■ 
How's the moon now ? eight, nine, ten days hence^ 
He will be filver potate ; then three days 
Before he citronifc : feme fifteen days 
The magifterium will be perfcAed. 
' . Ana. About the fccond day of the third week. 

In 
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In the ninth month ? 

Sub. Yes, my good Ananias. 

7rr. What will the orphans goods arife to, think you ? 

Sub. Some hundred marks, as much as fiU'd three cars. 
Unladed now : you'll make fix millions of 'em. 
But I muft ha' more coals laid in. 

yW. How ! 

Sub. Another load. 
And then we have finifh'd. We muft now increafe 
Our fire to ignis ardens^ we are paft 
Fimus equinuSy balnei cinerisj 
And all thofe lenter heats. If the holy purfe 
Should with this draught fall low, and that the faints 
Do need a prefent fum, I have a trick 
To melt the pewter, you fhall buy now, inftantly. 
And with a tindbure make you as good Dutch dollars 
As any are in Holland. 

7W. Can you fo? 

Sub. I, and Ihall 'bide the third examination. 

Ana. It will be joyful tidings to the brethren. 

Sub. But you muft carry it fecret. 

Tri. I, but ftay. 
This z& of coining, is it lawful ? 

Ana. Lawful ? 
We know no magiftrate. Or, if we did. 
This *s foreign coin*. 

Sub. It is no coining, fir. 
It is but cafting. 

4 — — ^^— /, but flay, 

This oB of eoining,^is it lanuful? Ana. Lmxifulf 

We hunn m magiftrate, Or^ if nve tiiJ, 

m/j FOREIGN COIN.] Counterfeiting of foreign com, wa« Sirfk 
made high Creafon, by the firft, of Queen Mar/» TefT. 2. chap. 6. 
** Coining of zny foreign coin of gold, or filver» current by the lung's 
** procbunadon is high treafon.** Wood's inftitutes of the laws of 
England^ p. 344. 3d. edit. I think Mr. Hearn» in his argument at 
archbifliop Laud's trial, mentions this. "Dr, Grey. 

It is well known the puritans rejeded all human forms of govern • 
ment as carnal ordinances ; and were for eftabliihing a plan of 
policy, in which the fcripcure only waa to be the civil code; 

E 3 ?rr. 
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9rr. Ha ? you diftinguifh well. 
Cafting of money may be lawful. 

Ana. *Tis, fir. 

yW. Truly, I take it fo. 

Sub. There is no fcruplc, ^ 

Sir, to be made of it ; believe Anania^ 2 
This cafe of confcience he is ftudied in. 

7W. ril make a queftipn of it to the brethren. 

Ana.Tht brethren (hall approve it lawful, doubt not. 
Where fhall it be done } 

Sub. For that we'll talk anon. [Knock without. 

There's fome to fpeak with me. Go in, I pray you. 
And view the parcels. That's the inventory. 
rU come to you ftraight. Who is it ? Face ! appear. 

s c E N E m. 

St^tk^ Face^ Jkh 

Sub. How now ? good prize ? 

Fac. Good pox ! yond* cauftite cheater 
Never came on. 

Sub. How then? 

Fac. I ha* walked the round 
Till now, and no fuch thing. 

Sub. And ha' you quit him ? 

Fac. Quit him ? an' hell would quit him too, he weie 
Slight would you have me ftalk like a mill^jade,[happy« 
All day, for one that will not yield us grains ? 
I know him of old. 

Sub. O, but toh^' guird him. 
Had been a maftVy, 

Fac. Let him go, black boy. 
And turn thee, that fome freJh news may poflcfs thee. 
A noble count, a don of Spain (my dear 
Delicious compeer, and my party bawd) 
Who is come hither, private, for his confcience. 

And 
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*And brought municioo mt\i him« fix great flops^ 
Bigger than three Dutch hoys, befide round trunks, 
Fumifli'd with piftokts^ and pieces of eight. 
Will ftraieht be here, my rogue, .to have thy bath, 
(That is the colour) and to make his batt'ry 
Upon our Dol, our caftle, our cinque-port. 
Our Dover pier, our what thou wilt. Where is ihe ? 
She muft prepare perfumes, delicate linen. 
The bath }n chief, a banouet, and her wit. 
For (he muft milk his Epididymis. 
Where is the doxy ? 

Sub. rU fend her to thee : 
And but difpatch my brace of little John Leydens, 
And come again my felf. 

Fac. Are they within then ? 

Sub. Numbring the fum. 

Fac. How much? 

Sub. A hundred marks, boy. 

Fac. Why, this is a lucky day. Ten pounds of Matli- 
Three o' my clerk ! a portague o* my grocer I [mon 1 
This o' the brethren ! befide reverfions. 
And ftates to come i' the widow, and my count ! 
My fliare to-day will not be bought for forty ■ 

Dol. What ? 

Fac. Pounds, dainty Dorothy, art thou io near ? 

Dol. Yes, fay lord general, how fares our camp ? 

Fac. As with the few that had entrench'd themfelves 
Safe, by their difcipline, againft a world, Dol. 
And laugh'd within thofe trenches, and grew fat 
With thinking on the booties, Dol, brought in 
Daily by their fmall parties. This dear hour 
A doughty don is taken with my Dol ; 

* Andbrourbt munition «withbim,Jix great sloops. 

Bigger than three Dutch he^Sf ^^2r round trunks.] Hiecor- 
rapdon in the word JUopj, might b« occaiioned by what follows ii| 
the next lioe ; bat the' true reading is,^!;^, a large pair of breeches 
or trowfers, worn by failors ; and u) the words rouwi trunks feem to 
mean* not a cheft or portmanteaa, but the trunk-hofe^ which were 
the common wear of that and the preceding age. 

£ 4 And 
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And thou mayft make his ranfom what thou wilt. 
My Drufabel : he (hall be brought here fetter'd 
With thy fair looks, before he fees thee ; and thrown 
^n a down-bed, as dark as any dungeon ; 
Where thou flialt keep him waking with thy drum 1 
Thy drum* myDoI, thy drum ; till he be tam^ 
As the poor black-birds were! i* the great froft. 
Or bees are with a bafon ; ,and fo hive him 
r the fwan-ikin coverlid, and cambrick fheets. 
Till he work honey and wax, my little God*s-gift% 

DoL What is he, general ? 

Fac. An Adalantado, 
A Grandee, girl. Was not my Dapper here yet ? 

Dol No. 

Fac. Nor my Drugger ? 

DoL Neither. 

Fac. A tx)xon *em, 
They are \o long a furnifhing ! fuch ftinkards 
Would not be feen upon thefe feftival days. 
How now ! ha' you done ? 

Sub. Done. They are gone. The fum 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew 
Another chapman now ^would buy 'em out-right. 

Fac. 'Slid, Nab (hall do*t againft he ha' the widow. 
To furnifh houfliold. 

Sub. Excellent well thought on- 
Pray God he come. 

Fac. I pray he keep away 
Till our new bufmefs be o'er paft. 

Sub. But, Face, 
How cam'ft thou by this fecret don ? 

Fac. A fpirit 

5 My little God's-qipt.] Sq he calb Dol in allufion to hee 
p^me Dorothea, which is in Greek the gift of God. This manner 
of alluding to the proper names is v^ry common in our learned 

poets. So Milton, III. 656. " Uriel glorioufly bright." 

and ver. 6^7. ** Brighteft feraph," in allufion to his name in 
Hebrew. And B. VJ. ver. 29, " Abdicl--fp-fervant of God.*' 
With m^ny other ^nftan^es of the fame kind. Mr Upton. 

Brought 
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Brought me th' intelligence in a paper here. 

As I was conjuring yonder in my circle 

For Surly, I ha' my flics abroad. Your bath 

Is famous. Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol, 

You mud go tune your virginal, no loiing 

O' the leaft time. And do you hear ? good a^ion. 

Firk, like a flounder ; kifs, like a fcallop, clofe; 

And tickle him with thy mother *tongue. His great 

Yerdugofliip has not a jot of language ^: 

So much the eafier to be cozened ; my Dolly, 

He will come here in a hir'd coach, obfcure. 

And our own coach-man, whom I have fent as guide. 

No creature elfe. Who's that ? lOne knocks^ 

Sub. It is not he ! 

Fac. O no, not yet this hour* 

Sub. Who is*t ? 

Vol. Dapper, 
Your clerk. 

Fac. God's will then. Queen of Fairy, 
Qn with your tire ; and, dodtor, with your robes* 
Let's difpatch him for God's fake. 

Sub. 'Twill be long. 

Fac. I warrant you, take but the cues I give you. 
It (hail be brief enough. 'Slight, here are more ! 
Abel, and I think the angry boy, the heir. 
That fain would quarrel. 

Stdf. And the widow ? 
^ Fac. No, 
Not that I fee. Away. O fir, you are welcome. 

SCENE IV, 

Fac€^ DappiT^ DruggeVj KaftriL 

Fac. The doftor is within a moving for you \ 
(1 have had the mofl: ado to win him to it) 

* — — — His great 
Verdugoship has not a jot of language."] i.e. His great hang[- 
manihip. Yerdugo is a Spaniin word fignifying amongil other things 
a bangntan or executigncr^ and the name likewife of a family inSpain. 

/- He 
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He fwears ycni^ll be the detrling of the dice : 
He never heard her highnefs dote till now ^he Cays) 
Your aunt has giv'n you the tabOi gracious words 
That can be thought on. 

Dap. Shall I fee her grace ? 

Fac. See her, and kifs her too. What» honeft Nab ! 
Ha'ft* brought the damaflc ? 

Nab. No, fir, here's tobacco. {too ? 

Fac. 'Tis well done. Nab : thou*lt bring the damalk 

Z)r«. Yes, here's the gentleman,captain,mafterKaftril, 
I have brought to fee the doAor, 

Fat. Where's the widow ? 

Dru. Sir, as he likes, his filler (he (ays) fliall come. 

Fac. O, is itfo ? good time. Is your nameKaftril, fir? 

Kaf. I, and the befl: of the Kaftrils, Fid be forry elfe. 
By fifteen hundred a year. Where is the dodor ? 
My mad tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has he any flcill ? 

Fac. Wherein, fir ? 

Kaf. To carry a bufinefs, manage a quarrel fairly. 
Upon fit terms. 

Fac. It feems, fir, you are but young 
About the town, that can make that a queftion. 

Kaf. Sir, not fo young, but I hare heard fome fpeech 
Of the angry boys^, and feen 'em take tobacco \ 
And in his fiiop : and I can take it too. 
And I would fain be one of 'en^, and go down 
And praftice i* the country. 

Fac. Sir, for the duello. 
The do^or, I aflure you, (hall inform you. 
To the lead (hadow of a hair : and fliew you 
An inftrument he has of his own making. 
Wherewith no fooner fhall you make report 
Of any quarrel, but he will take the height on't 



Ihavi bemtd fomifymh 



Ofthi ANORY B0Y8.] Tbc(carc called the terrihlt hcyi^ intha 
Silent Woman^ zSi 2. fc. 4. the rdrers and vapourers of that time, 
who were ytjs niuneroos. 

Moft 
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Moft inftantly, and tell in what degree 

Of fafety it lies in, or mortality. 

And how it may be borne, whether in a right line. 

Or a half circle ; or may elfe b* call: 

Into an angle blunt, if not acute : 

All this he will demonftrate. And then^ rules 

To give and take the lie by. 

Kaf. How ? to take it ? 

Fac. Yes, in oblique heMl Ihew you, or in circle 1 
But never in diameter *. The whole town 
Study his theorems, and difpute them ordinarily 
At the eating academies. 

Kaf. But does he teach 
Living by the wits too ? 

Fac. Any thing whatever. 
You cannot think that fubtilcy but be reads it. 
He made me a captain. I was a ftark pimp, 
Juft o* your ftanding, 'fore I met with him : 
It is not two months fince. Til tell you his method : 
Firft, he will enter you at fome ordinary. 
/ Kaf. No, rU not come there. You ihall pardon me, 

Fac. For why, fir? 

Kaf There's gaming there, and tricks. 

Fac. Why, would you be 
A gallant, and not game? 

Kaf I, 'twill fpend a man. 

' But uiver in diameter,] What Shakefpear catb the lie direSi\ 
the others are the lie cir^umftaniial. See Jiyou Like iu ad (. fc. 6. 
where the fevsral degrees are hamoroufly recoiinted. Tne fame 
fobjedb alluded to by Fletcher ia words exaiUy fimilar to our 
aatkor*s : 

«« ■ m ill Has he given the I19 

** In circle or oblique, or femicircte, 

'- Or diced parallel ? you maft challenge Jiim.** 

^een of Corinth J aA 4.fc« I. 
The ridicole upon this abfurdity of duelling, is finely maintained, 
as occaiion preiented, by the great triqinvirat^ of dramatick poets, 
Shakefpear, JonTon, and Fktcber. 

Fac. 
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Fac. Spend you? it will repair you when you are fpenrt 
How do they hVe by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your fortunes ? 

Kaf. What, three thoufand a year I 

Fac. I, forty thoufand. 

Kaf. Are there fuch ? 

Fac. I, fir. 
And gallants yet. Here's a young gentleman 
Is born to nothing, forty marks a year. 
Which I count nothing. He is to be initiated. 
And have a flie o' the do6lor. He will win you 
By unrefiftable luck, within this fortnight. 
Enough to buy a barony. They will fet him 
Upmoft at the groom porters all the Chriftmas f 
And for the whole year through at every place 
Where there is play, prefent \frci with the chair; 
The bed attendance, the bed drink ; fometimes 
Two glafles of Canary, and {!jay nothing ; 
The pureft linen, and the (ha^peft knife. 
The partridge next his trencher : and fomewhere 
The dainty bed, in private, with the dainty. 
You (hall ha' your ordinaries bid for him. 
As play-houfes for a poet ; and the mailer 
Fray him aloud to name what difh he affefts. 
Which muft be butter'd fhrimps : and thofe that drink 
To no mouth elfe, will drink to his, as being 
The goodly prefident mouth of all the board* 

Kaf. Do you not gull one ? 

Fac. 'Ods my life ! do you think it ? 
You (hall have a caft commander, (can but get 
In credit with a glover, or a fpurrier. 
For Ibme two pair of either's ware aforehand) 
Will, by moft fwift polls, dealing with him. 
Arrive at competent means to keep himfelf. 
His punk, and naked boy, in excellent falhion. 
And be admir'd for't. 

Kaf Will the doftor teach this ? 

Fac. 
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Fac. He will do more, fir, when your land is gone, 
(As men of fpiric hate to keep earth long) 
In a vacation, whenfmall money is ftirring, 
And ordinaries fufpended till the term. 
He'll (hew a pcrfpedtive, where on one fide 
You fhall behold the faces and the perfons 
Of all fufficient young heirs in town, 
Whofe bonds are current for commodity ; 
On th' other fide, the merchants forms, and others. 
That without help of any fecond broker, 
(Who would ezpedt a fliare) will truftfuch parcels. 
In the third fquare, the very ftreet and fign 
Where the commodity dwells, and does but wait 
To be delivcr'd, be it pepper, fope. 
Hops, or tobacco, oat-meal, woad, orcheeles. 
All which you may fo handle, to enjoy 
To your own ufe, and never ftand'bblig'd^ 
Kaf. rfaith ! is he fuch a fellow ? 
Fac. Why, Nab here knows him. 
And then for making matches for rich widows. 
Young gentlewomen, heirs, the fortunat*ft man ! 
He's fent to, far and near, all over £ngland. 
To have his counfel, and to know their fortunes. 
Kaf. God's will, my fufter (hall fee him. 
Fac. I'll tell you, fir. 
What he did tell me of Nab. It's a ftrange thing 1 
(By the way, you mu(t eat no cheefe. Nab, it breeds me- 
lancholy ; 
And that fame melancholy breeds worms) but pafs it ; 
He told me honeft Nab here was ne'er at tavern 
But once in's life ! 

Dru. Truth, and no more I was not. 
Fac. And then he was fo fick — 
Dru. Could he tell you that too ^ 
Fac. How (hould I know it ? 
Dru. In troth we had been a (hooting, 
And had a piece of fat ram-mgtton to fuppcr, 

That 
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That lay to hcary o* my ftomach— — 

Pac. And he has oo head 
To bear any wine \ for what with the noife o^ the fidlers^ 
And care of his (hop, for he dares keep no fervants— 

Dru. My head did fo ake— 

Fac. As he was fain to be brought home. 
The doftor told me. And then a good old woman^^ 

Dru. ( YeS) faith» (he dwells in Sea-coal-lane) did cure 
With fodden ale, and pellitory o' the wall : [me» 

Coft me but two-pence. I had another fickneis 
Was worfe than that. 

Fac. I, that was with the grief 
Thou took'ft for being cefs'd at eighteen-pence. 
For the water work'. 

Dru. In truth, and it was like 
T* hai^ coft me almoft my life. 

Fac. Thy hair went oflF? 

Dru. Yes, fir, 'twas done for fpight. 

Fac. Nay, fo fays the dodor. 

Kaf. Pray thee, tobacco-boy, go fetch my fufter, 
ril fee this learned boy before I go : 
And fo (hall (he. 

Fac. Sir, he is bufy now : 
But if you have a fifter to fetch hither. 
Perhaps your own pains may command her fooner ; 
And he by that time will be free. 

Kaf. I go. 

Fac. Drugger, (he's thine : the damafk. (Subtle and I 
Mull wreftle for her:) Come on, mafter Dapper. 
You fee how I turn clients here away, 

9 Pac. — — /, that nvMs mfh the grief 

^hoy took'ft for being cefid at eighteen-pence 

For the *water'*worky] The New-River begun in 1608 by Sir Hugh 
Middleton, and finiihed at a very great expence(abottt 500 thoufand 
pounds, in which he had the afliftance of King James I. the lord- 
mayor, and commonalty of London) in the year 1613. See an 
account of the number of boufes (upplied by it at that time, in 
Stow's Annals, 1^, 938. Dr. Grby. 

To 
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To give your caufe' difpatch. Ha* you performed 
The ceremonies were enjoin'd you ? 

Dap. Yes, o* the vinegar. 
And the clean (hirt. 

Fac. 'Tis well : that (hirt may do you 
More worfliip than you think, . Your aunt's a-fire. 
But that ihe will not (hew it, t* have a fight o* you. 
Ha' you provided for her grace's fervants ? 

Dap. Yes, here are fix fcore Edward fliillings. 

Fac. Good. 

Dap. And an old Harry's fovereign. 

Fac. Very good. 

Dap. And three James (hillings, and an Elizabeth 
Juft twenty nobles. [groat» 

Fac. O, you are too juft. 
I would you had had the ocher noble in Maries '^ 

Dap. I have fome Philip and Maries. 

Fac. I, thofe fame 
Are beft of all. Where are they ? Hark, the dodor. 

>« Juft twenty nchlis. Fac. O, you are teojuft. 
1 W9tddj9u hadbaithe ether mbU in Mariex] If the reader wiD 
be at the pains to redcon thii accoant, he will find mafterDapper de-^ 
fenret the praife of jaftice which Face gives him. Twen^ nobles, 
at fix ihiilinp and eight-pence each, amount to die fam of nx pounds 
thirteen {hillings and four- pence, which fum the other pieces make. 
The Harry's forereign was a half foverdgn only, and valued 
at ten (hillings. Face wanted the other noble in Maries, becanfe 
the money was coined in the feveral fucceffive reigns of Heniy, 
Edward, Elizabeth, and James ; fo that Mary*s being left out made 
a chafm in the account. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Suitle^ Paee^ Dapper^ Dol. 

SuilU difguis^d like a friefi of Fdry^ 

Sub. Is yet her grate's coufin come i 
' Fac. He is come. 

Sut. And is iie fading i 

Fac. Yes. 

Sub: And hath cry'd hum ? 

Fac. Thrice, you muft anfwei^ 

Dap. Thrice. 

Sub. And as oft buz ? 

Fac. If you have^ fay. 

Dap. I have. 

Sub. Then, to her cuz. 
Hoping that he hath vinegar'd his lenfesi 
As he was bid, the Fairy queen difpenfes. 
By me, this robe, the petticoat of fortune ^ 
Which that he ftraight put on, fhe doth importune^ 
And though to fortune near be her petticoat, 
Yet nearer is her fmock, the queen doth note : 
And therefore, ev'n of that a piece (he hath fent. 
Which, being a child, to wrap him in was rent^ 
And prays him for a fcarf he now will wear it 
(With as much love as then her grace did tear it) 
About his eyes, to fhew he is fortunate. 

[^hey blind him with a rag^ 
And, truftingunto her to make his (late. 
He'll throw away ail worldly pelf about him ; 
Which that he will perform, (he doth not doubt him. 

Fac. She need not doubt him, (ir. Alas, he has nothings 
But what he will part withal as willingly. 
Upon her graces word (throw away your purfe) 
As (he would a(k it : (handkerchiefs and all) 

She 
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* 

She cannot Ud diat dung, but he'Jl obey. 
(If you have a ring about you, caft it oflT, 
Or a filver (eal at your wrift ; her grace will fend 
Her fairies here to learch you, therefore deal 
DiredUy with her highne^. If they find 
That you conceal a mite, you are undone.) 

[He throws awa>fy as tbey bid him. 

Dap. Truly, there^s all. 

Pmc. All what ? 

Dap. My money ; truly. 

Pac. Keep nothing that is tranfitory about you; 
(Bid Dol play mufick.) Look, the elves are come 
To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Advife you. 

[Dol enters with a cittern \ they pinch bim^ 

Dap. " O, I have a paper with a fpur-ryal in*t. 

Fac. Tit ti. 
They knew't, they fay. 

Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ti, he has more yet. 

Fac. Ti, ti-ti'ti. Y the other pocket ? 

Sub. Titi, titi, titi, titi, titi. 
They muft pinch him, or he will never confefs, they £iy. 

Dap. 0,0. 

Fac. Nay, pray you hold. He is her grace's nephew. 
Ti, ti, ti ? what care you ? good faith, you ihall care. 
Deal plainly, fir, and fliame the fairies. Shew 
You are innocent. 

Dap. 'By this good light, I ha' nothing. 

Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ti, to, ta. He does equivocate, ihe fays* 
Ti, ti do ti, ti ti do, ti da ; and fwears by the light 

[when he is blinded. 

Dap. By this good dark, I ha* nothing but a half*' 

[crown 

**Dap. Oy I b€tvi afaper njuitb a spuH-ryal /«*/.] h/put'^ 

Sal was a gold coin; and in the third of James I. it pafled/ot< 
teen ihillings. They were firll coined ^n £dward the IVth's 
time. 

Vol. III. I? Of 
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Of gold about my wrift, that my love save me ^\ 
And a leaden heart I wore fin* fhe forfook me. 

Foe. I thought 'cwas fomething. And would you in- 
Your aunt's difpleafure for thefe trifles ? Come, [cur 
I had rather you had thrown away twenty half-crowns. 
You may wear your leaden heart ftilL How now i 

Sub. What news, Dol ? 

Dtf/. Yonder*s your knight, fir Mammon. 

Fac. Gods lid, we never thought of him till now* 
Where is he ? 

Dol. Here hard by. H'is at the door. 

Sub. And you are not ready now ? Dol, get his fijit. 
He muft not be fent back. 

Fac. O by no means. 
What fiiall we do with this fame puffin here. 
Now he's o* the fpit ? ^ 

Sub. Why, lay him back awhile. 
With fome device. Ti, ti, ti, ti, ti, ti, would her 

[grace fpe^^k with me ? 
I come. Help, Dol. 

Fac. Who's there ? Sir Epicure, 

[He /peaks through the key-hok^ the other knockif^. 
My mailer's i' the way. Pleafe you to walk 
Three or four turns, but till his back be turti'd. 
And I am for you. Quickly, Dol. 

Sub. Her grace 
Commends her kindly to you, mafter Dapper. 

Dap. I long to iee her grace. 

Sub. She now is iet 
At dinner in her bed, and (he has fent you 
From her own private trencher, a dead moufe. 
And a piece of ginger-bread, to be merry withal. 
And ftay your ftomach^ left you faint with fafting : 

«* / ba n9thlng but a balf-cro'wn 

Of gold,'] Crowns in filver were not coined till Heoiy VIIIth*9 
ume, ttor coounon till the reigu of EdWard VI. 

Yet 
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Tet if you could hold out till (he faw you (fhe fays) 
It would be better for you. 

Fac. Sir, he (hall 
Hold out, an 'twere this two hours, for her highnefs ; 
I can aflure you that. We will not lofe 
All we ha* done 

&ub. He muft not fee, nor fpeak 
To any body, till then. 

Fac. For that we*U put, fir, 
A ftay in's mouth. 

Snb. Of what ? 

Fac. Of gingerbread. 
Make jou it fit. He that hath pleas'd her grace 
Thus far, fhall not now crincte for a little. 
Gape fir, and let him fit you. 

Sub. Where Ihali we now 
Beflrow him ? 

D^/. Y the privy. 

Bub. Come along, fir, 
I now muft fiiew you Fortune's privy lodgines* 

Fac. Are they perfum*d, and his oath ready ? 

SiA. All. 
Only the fumigation's fomewhat ftrong. 

Fac. Sir Epicure, I am yours, fir, by and by« 
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Face^ Mammon^ BbL 

Fac. /^ Sir, yo' arc come i' the only fineft time — 

V^ Mam. Where's mafter ? 
Fac. Now preparing for projeftion, fin 
iTour ftufF will b* all chang'd fliordy. 
Mam. Into gold ? 
Fac. To gold and filver, fir. 

F a Mam. 
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Mtm. Silver I care not fon ^ 

Fac. Yes, fir, a little ta give be^ars. 

Mam. Where's the lady ? 

Fac4At hand here. I ha* told her fuch brave thkigi 
Touching your bounty, and your noble fpirit — [o*yoii| 

Adam. Haft thou ? 

Fac. As ihe is almdft in her fit tofee you. 
But, good fir, no divinity i' your conference^ 
For fear of putting her in rage-r- 

Mam. I warrant thee* 

Fac. Six men will not hold her down. And then 
If the old man (hould hear or fee you 

Mam. Fear not. 

Fac.Thc very houfc,fir, would run mad. You know it. 
How fcrupulous he is, and violent, 
'Gainft the leaft ad of fin. Phyfick, or mathematicksi 
Poetry, ftate, or bawd'ry, (as 1 told you) 
She will endure, and never ftartle : but 
No word of controyerfy. 

Mam. I am ichooPd, good Ulen. 

Fac. And you muft pratfe her houfe, ren^etnber €hat» 
And her nobility. 

Mam. Let me alone : 
No herald, no, nor antiquary, lungs. 
Shall do it better. Go. 
^ Fac; Why, this is yet 
A kind of modern happinefs, to have 
Dol Common for a great lady. . . 

Mam. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten thy felf, talk to her, all in gold ( 
Rain her as many fiiowers as Jove did drops 
Unto his Danae : (hew the god a mifer, 
Compar'd with Mammon. What ? the ftone will do't. 
She fnall feel gold, tafte gold, hear gold, fleepgold \ 
Nay, we will concumhere gold. I will be puiflfant^ 
And mighty in my talk to her. Here fhe comes. 

Fac. 
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|Qu*. To htm» DoJ, fuckk him. Thi$ is the noble 
I told your ladylhip--^-* [knight^ 

Mtm. Madam, with your pardon^ 
I kiis your veftuit. 

DcL Sir, I were uncivil 
If I would fuflfer that ; my lip to you, fir. 

Mtm. I hope my lord your brother be in health, lady« 

DoL My lord,, my brother is, though I no lady^ Bf. 

Fac. ( iVell faid, my Guinea bird.) 

Mam. Right noble madam 

{Fac. O, we fhall have mojl fierce idolatry.) 

Alam, 'Tis your prerogative. 

DoL Rather your courtefy. 

Atam. Were ttiere nought elfe t^enlarge your virtues 

[to me, 
Theie anfwers fpeak your breeding, and your blood. 

2)0/.Blood we boaft none,fir, a poor baron's daughter. 

Atom. Poor ! and gat you i jprbphane not. Had your 
Slept all the happy remnant ot his life [father 

After that a£t, Uen but there ftill, and panted, 
H' had done enough to make himfelf, his ifliie. 
And his pofterity noble. 

DoL Sir, although 
We may be faid CO want the ^It and trappings. 
The drefs of honour, yet we ftrive to keep 
The feeds and the materials. 

Mam. I dofee 
The old in^edient, virtue, was not loft. 
Nor the drug money us'd to make your compound. 
There is a ftrange nobility i* your eye. 
This lip, that clun ! methinks you do refemblc 
One o* the Auftriack princes*. 

Pac. Very like. 
Her father was an Irilh coftarmonger. 



i»rtfaMi 



OMi9\tbtAuSriiukfrmc9t,'\ They|werc diftiogiuflMd by their 
lUckUpt. Dr.GRBY. 

F 3 Mam. 
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Mam. The houfe of Valois juft had fuch a nofej 
And fuch a forehead yet the Medici 
Of Florence boaft. 

"DoU Troth, and I have been Iik*ned 
To all thefe princes. 

Foe. ril be fwom, I heard it. 

Mam. I know not how ! it is not any one^ 
But e'en the very choice of all their features. 

Fac. rU in, and laugh. 

Mam. A certain touch, or air. 
That iparkles a divinity, beyond 
An earthly beauty! 

DoL O, you play the courtier. 

Mam. Good lady, gi* me leave ■ 

DoL In faith, I may not. 
To mock me, fir. 

A£am. To burn in this fweet flame ; 
The Phoenix never knew a nobler death. 

Dot. Nay, now you court the courtier, atid deftroy 
What you would build. This art, fir, i* your words^ 
Calls your whole faith in queftion. 

Mam. By my foul 

DoL Nay, oadis are made o' the fame air, fir. 

Mam. Nature 
Never beftow'd upon mortality 
A more unblam'd, a more harmonious feature : 
She play*d the (tep-dame in all faces elfe- 
Sweet madam, le' me be particula r 

DoL Particular, fir ? I pray you know your diftance* 

Mam» In no ill fenfe, fweet lady, but to aik 
How your fair graces pafs the hours ? I fee 
To' are lodg'd here, i' the houfe of a rare man. 
An excellent artift ; but what's that to you ? 

DoL Yes, fir } I ftudy here the mathematick). 
And diftillation \ 

*^9^pisTiLtATio!i.] i. e. Giemifby ; the word b fo afed above. 

Mtm% 
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Mam. O, I cry you pardon. 
He*s a divine inftrudor, .can extra£b 
The fouls of all things by his art ; call all 
The virtues, and the miracles of the fun. 
Into a temperate furnace % teach dull nature 
What her own forces are. A man, the empVor 
Has courted above Kelley '^ fent his medals 
And chains, t' invite him. 

DoL I, and for his phy lick, fi r 

Mam. Above the art of iEfcuIapius, 
That drew the envy of the thunderer ! 
I know all this, and more. 

DoL Troth, I am taken, fir. 
Whole with thefe ftudies, that contemplate nature. 

Mam. It is a noble humour : but this form 
Was not intended to fb dark a ufe. 
Had you been crooked^ foul, of fome coarfe mouldy 
A cloyfter had done well ; but fuch a feature 
That might fland up the glory of a kingdom^ 
To live redufe ! is a meer foloecifm. 
Though in a nunnery. It muft not be. 
I mufe, my lord your brother will permit it V 
You fiiould fpend half my land firit, were I he^* 
Does not this diamant better on my finger. 
Than i' the quarry ? 

DoL Yes. 



J* miOtf WPm #M9 rOr 



Hat ctturtid ahwv Kelley.] The emperor was Rodolph the 
n. who had once a great refpeft for KsUty ; but at !aft he felt mto 
hisdiipleafore, Inr attempting to pat a chemical cheat upon him, 
io that ha imprUoned him at Pr«;ue ; from whence endeavoariog 
to efcape* he oroke his legs, and died foon after. JCr//ry was an 
intimate fiiend of the &mous Dr. J. Dee, and concemed with him in 
his chemical procefles and experiments. It is fud they were in 
poifeffion of ue elixir, and adnally made projedion upon feveral 
metals, and CQnveslod them into gold* His hifiory may o^ met with 
in WoodV AihnuB Oxom, ift vol. col. 279. and in Weaver*s Fwnral 
Mstmmmift p. 45, 46. where are fome laaodible ftorics sdKmt him. 

F 4 Mm. 
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Mam. Why, you arc like it. 
You were created, lady, for the light! 
Here, you fhall wear it ; take it, the firft pledge 
Ot what I fpeak, to bind you to believe me: 

Dol In chains of adamant ? 

Mam. Yes, the ftron«ll bands. 
And take a fecret too. Tiere, bv your fide. 
Doth ftand this hour, the happie(t man in Europe^ * 

DoL You are contented, fir ? 

Mam. Nay, in true being, 
The envy of prmces, and the fear of ftatcSa 

Del. Say you fo, fir Epicure ! 

Mam. Yes, and thou malt prove it. 
Daughter of mine honour. I have caft mine eye 
Upon thy form, and I will rear this beauty 
Above all ftyles. 
• Del. You mean no treafon, fir ? j 

Mam, No, I will take away that jealoufy. 
I am the lord of the philofopners ftane, j 

And thou the lady. 

Dol. How, fir ! ha' you that ? 

Mam. I am the mafter of the maftery. 
This day the good old wretch here o' the houfe 
Has made it for us : now he's at projedlion. 
Think therefore thy firft wUh now ; let me hear it : * 
And it fiiall rain into thy lap, no (hower. 
But floods of gold, whole catarads, a delugp» 
^ To get a nation on thee. 

Dd. You are pleas'd, fir. 
To work on the ambition of our fez.* 

Mam. Fm pleas'd the glory of her fez (hould know,' 
This nook, here, of the Friers is no climate 
For her to live obfcurely in, to learn 
Fhyfick and furgery, for the conftable's wife 
Of fome odd hundred in Eflez : but come forth^ 
And tafte the air of palaces \ eat, drink 
The toils of empVicks, and their boafted pra&ice ; 

Tindure 
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luiAure of pearly and coral, gold and amber i 

Be feen at feafts and triumphs ; havse it afk'd, 

VHiat miracle ihe is ? fet all the eyes 

Of court a-fire, like a burning glafs. 

And work 'eni into cinders, when the jewels 

Of twenty ftates adorn thee, and the light 

Strikes out the ftars ^ that when thy name is mentioned. 

Queens may look pale ^ and we but ftiewing our lave^ 

Nero's Poppas may be loft in ftory I 

Thus will we have if. 

Dol. I could well confent, fir. 
But, in a ihonatchy, how will this be ? 
The prince will foon take notice, and both leize 
You and your ftone, it being a wealth unfit 
For any private fub^eft. • 

Mam. If he knew it. 

Dol. Yourfelf do boaft it, fir. 

Mam. To thee, my life. 

Dol. O, but beware, fir ! you may come to end 
The remnant of your days in a loth'd prifon. 
By fpeaking of it. . 

Mam. 'Tis no idle fear : 
We'll therefore go with all, my girl, and live 
In a free ftate, where we will eat our mullets, 
Sous'd in high-country wines, fup pheafants eggs. 
And have our cockles boil'd in filver fhells. 
Our (hrimps to fwim again, as when they liv^df 
In a rare butter, made of dolphins milk, 
Whofe cream does look like opals ; and with thefe 
Delicate meats fet our felves high for pleafure. 
And take us down again, and then renew 
Our youth and ftrength, with drinking die elixir. 
And fo enjoy a perpetuity 
Of life and luft. And thou (halt ha' thy wardrobe 
Richer than nature's, ftill to change thy (elf. 
And vary oftner, for thy pride, than (he. 
Or art, her wife and almoft-equai fervant. 

Fac. 
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Pac. Sir, you are too loud. I hear you every word 
Into the laboratory. Some fitter place i 
The garden, or great chamber above. How like you 

Mm. Excellent! lungs. There's for thee, [her? 

Fac. But do you hear ? 
Good fir, beware, no mention of the rabins# 

Mam. We think not on 'em. 

Fac. 0> it is well, fir. Subtle ! 

SCENE IL 
Face^ Suhtk^ KaJMi^ Dame PBant. 

Face. Dofl; thou not laugh ? 

Sai. Yes. Are they gone i 

Fac. All's clear. 

Sti^. The widow is come. 

Fac. And your quarrelling difciple ? 

Sub. I. 

Fac. I muft to my captainfliip again then; 

Suk Stay, bring 'em in firft. 

Fac, So I meant. What is fhe ? 
A bony-bell ? 

Sub. I know not. 

Fac: We'll draw lots. 
You'll ftand to that ? 

Sub. What elfe ? 

Fac. O, for a fuit. 
To fall now. like a curtain, flap. 

Sub. To th' door, man. 

Fac^ You'll have the firft kifs, 'caufe I am not ready. 

Sub. Yes, and perhaps hit you thro' both the n<^riis. 

fac. Who would you fpeak with ? 

Kaf. Where's the captain ? 

Fac. Gone, fir. 
About fome bufinefs. 

Kap 
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Kaf. Gone ^ 

Fac. He'll return ftraight* 
Bat Doafter dodor, his lieutenant, is here. 

Suk Come near, my worfhipful boy, my terra JiU^ 
That is, my boy of land ; make thy approaches : 
Welcome : I know thy lufts, and thy defires. 
And I will fcrve and fatisfy 'em. Begin, 
Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this line % 
Here is my center : ground thy quarreL 
Kaf. You lie* 

Sii. How, child of wrath and anger ! the loud lie ? 
For what, my fudden boy? 

Kaf. Nay, that look you to, 
I am afore-hand. 

Sub. O, this's no true grammar. 
And as ill logick ! You muft render caufes, child. 
Your firft and fecond intentions, know your canons. 
And your divifions, moods, degrees, and differences. 
Your predicaments, fubftance, and accident. 
Series extern and intern, with their caufes. 
Efficient, material, formal, linal. 
And ha* your elements perfcft— 

Kaf What, is this 
The angry tongue he talks in ? 

Sub. That falfe precept, ^ 

Of being afore-hand, has decei?'d a number,] 
And made 'em enter quarrels, often-times. 
Before they were aware i and afterward, 
Againft their wills. 
Kaf How muft I do then, fir? 
Sub. I cry this lady mercy : Ihe (hould firft 
Have been faluted. I do call you lady, 
Becaufe you are to be one, ere't be long. 
My foft and buxom widow. [He kiffes berl 

Kaf Is (he, i'faith ? 

Sub. Yes, or my art is an egregious liar; 
Kaf How know you? 

Sub. 
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Su^. By inTpeftioQ on her forehead) ' 

And fubtlety of her lip, -which muft be tafted 
Often, to make a judgment. 'Slight, flie melta 

[He kifes ber agmi. 
Like a myrobolane ! here is yet a line. 
In rivo frmtis^ tells me, he is no knight* 

Pli. What is he then, fir ? 

Sub. Let me fee your hand. 
O, your Unea fortune makes it plain } 
And Stella here, in mente Veneris : 
But, moil of all, junltura annularis. 
He is a foldier, or a man of art, lady r 
But ihall have fome great honour fhonly. 

Pti. Brother, 
He's a rare man, believe me ! 

Saf. Hold your peace. 
H^re comes the t'other rare man. 'Save you, captain. 
^ Fac. Good mafier Kailril. Is this your lifter ? 

Kaf. I, fir. 
Fleafe you to kuis her, and be proud to know her } 

Fac. I ihall be proud to knQW you, lady. 

Pli. Brother, 
He calls me lady too. 

Kaf. I, peace. I heard it* 

Fac* The Count is come. 

Sub. Where is he ? 

Fac. At the door. 

Sub. Why, you muft entertain him. 

Fac. What'U you do 
With thefe the while ? 

Sub. Why, have 'em up, and ihew 'em 
Some fuftian book, or the dark giafs. 

Fac. 'Fore God, 
jShe is a delicate dab-chick \ I muft have her. 

Sub. Muft vou ? I, if your fortune will, you muft. 
Come, (ir, tne captain will come to us prefentiy : 
I'll ha' you to my chamber of demonftrations, 

Whew 
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Where V\\ (hew you both the gratnmau', and logick^ 
And rhetoritk of qiiarrtUing ; my whole method 
pnwn out in tables \ and my inftrument) 
That hath the feveral fcales u(>on% (hall make you 
Able to qdarrel^ at a ftraws-breadtht by moon*lighttf 
Aod^ lady. Til have you look in a glafs. 
Some hair an hour, but to clear your eye-fight) 
/kgainft you fee your fonune ; which is greater 
Than I may judge upon the fudden, truft me« 

8 t E N E III. 

Face^ SubtU% Surly. 

Foe. Where are you, dodor i 

Sub. V\\ come to you prefently. 

Fac. I Will ha* this fame widow, now I ha* ieen her. 
On any compofition. 

Sub. What do you fay ? 

Fac. Ha' you difpos'd of then) ? 

Sub. I ha' fent *em up. 

Fac. Subtle, in troth, I needs muft have this widow! 

Sub. Is that the matter ? 

Fac. Nay, but hear me. 

Sub. Go to, 
If you rebel once, Dol fliall know it all. 
Therefore be quiet, and obey your chance. 

Fac. Nay, thou art fo violent now — Do but conceive^ 
Thou art old, and canft not ferve — ^ 

Suk. Who, cannot I ? 
'Slight, I will ferve her with thee, for a-^^- 

Fac. Nay, 
But underftand : 1*11 gi* you compolitioA. 

Sub. I will not treat with thee : what, fell my for- 

[tune? 
*Tis better than my birth*right. Do not murmur. 
Win her, and carry her. If you grumble, Dol 
Knows it direAly. 

2 .Fac. 
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Fac. Well, fir, I am lilent. 
Will you go help to fetch in Don in ftate ? 

Snb. I follow you, fir : we muft keep Face in awe> 
Or be will over-look us like a tyrant. 
Brain of a taylor 1 who comes here ? Don John ? 

[Surly like afpamard. 

Sur. Sennores^ befo las manos^ a vueftras mercedes. 

Sub. Would you had ftoop'd a little, and kift our anos. 

Fac. Peace, Subtle. 

Sub. Stab me ; I fliall never hold» man. 
He looks in that deep ruff, like a head in a platter, 
ServM in by a fliort cloke upon two treflils. 

Fac. Or, what do you fay to a collar of brawn, cut 

[down 
Beneath the foufe, and wriggled with a knife ? 

Sub. 'Slud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard. 

Fac, Perhaps fome Fleming, or fome Hollander got 

[him 
In d' Alva's time \ count Egmont's baftard. 

, Sub. Don, 
Your fcurvy, yellow, Madrid face is welcome. 

Sur. Gratia. 

Sub. He fpeaks out of a fortification. 
Pray God he ha' no fquibs in thofe deep fets. 

Sur. For JioSj fennoresj muy tinda cafa I 

Sub. What fays he ? 

Fac. Praifes the houfe, I think i 
I know no more but's a^ion. • 

Sub. Yes, the cafa, 
My precious Diego, will prove fair enough 
To cozen you in. Do you mark ? you ihaU 
Be cozen'd, Diego. 

Fac. Cozen'd, do you fee ? 
My worthy Donzel, cozen'd. 

Sur. Entiendo. 

Sub, Do you intend it ? fo do we, dear Don. 
Have you brought piftolets, or portagues, 

I My 
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M7 ibiemn Don ? doft thou fed any ? 

Fac. Full. 

\Hefeih bispcckeis. 

Sui. You Ihall be empded, Doni pumped and drawn 
Dry, as they fay; 

%ac. Milked, in troth, fweet Don. 

Si^. See ail the monfters } the great Hon of all, Don. 

Sur. Cm Ucenciay fe pudever a ejt^fnmra i 

Suh. What tallcs he now ? 

Fac. 0*the fennora. 

Sub. O, Don, 
That is the lionefi, which you fliall fee 
Alio, my Don. 

Fac. 'Slid, Subtle, how fhall we do ? 

Sub. For what ? 

Fac. Why Dol's employed, you know. 

Sub. That^s true. 
Tore heaven, I know not : he muft ftay, that's all. 

Fac. Stay ! that he muft not by no means. 

5«*. No! why? 

Fac. Unleis you'll mar all. 'Slight, he'll fufpeft it : 
And then he will not pay, not half fo well. 
This is a travel'd punk-mafter, and do's know 
AU the delays \ a notable hot rafcal. 
And looks already rampant. 

Sub. 'Sdeath, and Mammon 
Muft not be troubled. 

Fac. Mammon ! in no cafe. 

Subi What (hall we do then ? 

Fac. Think : you muft be fudden. 

Sur. Entiendo^ que la fennora es tan bermofa^ que co^ 

[dicio tan 
Aver lay como la hien aventuranza de mi vfda. 
Fac. Mi vida f 'Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind' 

[o* the widow. 
What doft thou fay to draw her to't ? ha ? 
And tell her it is her fortune ? all our venture 

Now 
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Now lies upon'f. It is but one man lawe. 
Which on's chance to have her t and befide, 
Th6re is no maidenhead to be fear*d or loft. 
What doft thou think on't. Subtle i 

Sub.Vfho, I? why 

Fac. The credit oi our houfe too is engaged. 
. Sut. You made me an offer for my mare ere^while. 
What wilt thou gi* me» t* faith i 

Fac. O, by that light 
V\\ not buy now. You know your doom to me. 
£*en take your lot» obey your chance^ fir % win her» 
And wear herxout, for me« 

Sub. 'Slight,^ rU not work her then. 

Fac. It is the ^(^mmon caufe ; therefore bethink you# 
Dol elfe muft kiiow it, as you faid. 

Sub. I care not 

Sur. Sennores^ par fuefe tarda tantd f 

fiub* Faiths I aih not fit» I am old. 

Fac^ That's now no reafon, fir. 

Sur. Puedefer^ de hazer burla dc m amor. 

Faci You hear the Don too ? by this air, I call. 
And lofe the hinges : Dol. 

Sub. A plague of hell *— — 

Fac. Will you then do ? 

Sub. Yo' are a terrible rogue, 
ril think of this : will you^ fir, call the widow i 

Fac. Yes, and FU take her too, with all her faults^ 
Now I do think on't better. 

Sub. With all my heart, fir ; 
Am I difcharg'd o'the lot ? 

Fac. As you pleaie. 

Sub. Hands. 

Fac. Remember now, that upon any change. 
You never claim her. 

. Sub. Much good joy, and health to you, fir. 
Marry a whore ? fate, let me wed a witch firft. 

Sur. Pcrejlas bomrada^s barbas ^-'-^-^ 

Subt 



^ ALCHEMIST* 97 

SlA. tie fwears by his beard, 
bifpatch, and call the brother toO» 

Sur. ^iengc duda^ fennores^ 
^ue no me bagan algumi if ay don. 

Sub. How, iiTue on ? yes, prasfto Sennor. Pleafe you 
Enthratba the chambratha, worthy don ? 
Where if you pleafe the fates, in your bathada. 
You ihall be foK'd, and ftrok^d, and tub^d, andrub'd^ . 
And fcrubM» and fub^d, dear don, before you go. 
You ihall in faith, my fcurvy baboon don. 
Be curried, claw'd, and flaw*d^ and taw'd, indeed* 
I will the heartlier go about it now. 
And make the widow a punk fo much the fooner^ 
To be reveng'd on this impetuous Face : 
The quickly doing of it, is the grace^ 

SCENE IV. 
Facii Kaftril^ Dame Pliant^ Subik; Surty. 

Fac. Come, lady : I knew the dodor would not leave^ 
Till he had found the very nick of her fortune, [fir ? 

Kaf. To be a countefi^ fay you ? A Spanifti countefs> 

P£. Why, is that better than an Englifh countefs ? 

Fac. Better ? 'Slight, makeyou that a queftion, lady ? 

Kaf. Nay, Ihe is a fool, captain, you muft pardon hen 

Fac. Afk from your courtier, to your inns-of-court- 

[man» 
To your meer millener ; they will tell you all, 
Your Spanifli gennet is the bed horfe \ your Spanifh 
Stoup is the beft garb ; your SpaniOi beard 
Is the beft cut ; your Spanifh ruffs are the beft 
Wear ; your Spanifli pavin the beft dance ; 
Your Spanifli titillation in a glore 
The beft perfume. And for your Spanifli pike^ 
And Spanifli blade, let your poor captain fpeak. 
Here comes the doctor. 

Sub. My moft honpurM lady. 

Vol. III. G (Fo 
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(For fo I am now to ftyle you, having found 
By this my fcheme, you are to undergo 
An honourable fortune, very fhortly.) 
What will you fay now, if fome ■ ■ ■ 

Fa€. I ha* told her all, fir ; 
And her right worftiipful brother here, that fhe ffiaH be 
Acountefs; do not delay *em, fir: a Spanifh countefs* 

Sub, Still, my fcarce worlhipful captain, you can keep 
No fecret. W ell, fince he has told you^ madam. 
Do you forgive him, and I do. 

Kaf. She ftiall do that, fir. 
ril look to*t, *tis my charge. 

Sub. Well then: nought rcfts 
But that (he fit her love now to her fortune. 

Pit. Truly I fliall never brook a Spaniard. 

Sub. No ? 

Pli. Never fin* eighty-eight could I abide *em. 
And that was fome three year afore I was born, in truth. 

Sub. Come, you muft love him, or be miferable ^ 
Chufe which you will. 

Fac. By this good rufli, perfuade her, 
She will cry ftrawberries elfe, within this twelve-month. 

Sub. Nay, fhads, and mackarel, which is worfc. 

Fac. Indeed, fir ? 

Kaf. Gods lid, you (hall love him, or Til kick yoi» 

Pli. Why? 
ril do as you will ha* me, brother. 

Kaf. Ho, 
Or by this hand Pli maul you. 

Fac. Nay, good fir. 
Be not fo fierce. 

Sub. No, my enraged child, 
She will be ruFd. What, when (he comes to tafte 
The pleafures of a countefs ! to be courted ■■ ■ 

Fac. And kill, and ruffled ! 

Sub. I, behind the hangings. 

Fac. And then come forth in pomp f 

Suh. 
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SuIf. Ahd know her ftate | 
Fa^. Of keeping all th* idolaters o* the chamber . 
barer to her, than at their prayers ! 

Sut. Is fcrv'd 
Upon the knee ! 
Fac. And has her pages, uihersi 

t**ootmen, and coaches - 

Sut. Her fix mares — — 
Fac. Nay, eight ! 

Sui. To hurry her through London, to th*£xchange, 
oet'iem, the china-houfes — — 

Fac. YcS, and have \ 

The citizens gape at her, and praife her tires ! 
And my lord's goole-turd bands, chat ride with her ! 

Kaf. Moil brave ! by this hand, yoU are not my fiftcr^ 
If you refufe. 
PlL I will not refufe, brother. 
Sur. ^e es ejtoy famans^ qite nonft venga ? 
Efta iardanza me mat a ! 

Fac. It is the f:ount come : 
The doAor knew he would be here, by his art. 
Sub. En gallanra madama, Don ! gaUantiffima I 
Sur. Par todos Us diofes^ U mas acabada 
Hermofwra^ que be vi^o en mi vida ! 
Fac. Is't not a gallant language that th<?y fpeak ? 
Ka/. An admirable language ! Is't not French i 
Fac. No, Spanilh, fir. 
Kaf. It goes like law-French, 
And that, they fay, is the courtli&ft language, 

Fac, Lift, fir. 
. Sur. Elfol ha ferdido fu lumhre^ con el 
Re/plandoTj que trae ^a dama. Volga me dios ! 
Fac. He admires your fifter. 
Kaf. Muft not (he make curtTie ? 
. Sub. Ods Will, fhe muft go to him man and klfs him ! 
It is the Spanifii fafhion^ for the women 
To make firft court- 

G 2 Fac. 
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Fac. Tis true he tells you, fir : 
His art knows all. 

Sur. Pot que no ft acude ? 
Kaf. He fpeaks to her, I think. 
Fac. That he does, fir. 

Sur. For el amor de diosj que es efto^ V^^fi tarda ? 
Kaf. Nay 9 fee : flie will not underftand him ! gulL 
Noddy. 

Pit. What fay you, brother ? 
Kaf AfS) my lufter. 
Go kufs him> as the cunning man would ha' you, 
ril thru ft a pin i* your buttocks elfe. 
Fac. O, no, fir. 

Sur, Sennora mia^ nai perfona muy indigna tfia 
Alle gar a tanta bermafura. 
Fac. Does he not ufe her bravely ? 
Kaf Bravely, i-faith ! 
Fac. Nay, he will ufe her better. 
Kaf Do you think fo ? 
Sur. Sennora^ Ji fera fervOa^ entremu$* 
Kaf Where docs he carry her ? 
Fac. Into the garden, fir ; 
Take you no thought : I muft interpret for her. 
Sub. Give Dol the wcH'd. Come, my fierce child, ad- 

[vance. 
We'll to our quarrelling leflbn again. 

Kaf. Agreed. 
I love a Spanifh boy with all my heart. 

Sub. Nay, and by this means, fir, you fl)^I be brother 
To a great count. 

Kaf. I, I knew that at firft. 
This match will advance the houfe of the Kaftrils. 
Sub. ^Pr2iy God your fitter prove but pliant. 
Kaf Why, 
Her name is fo, by her other hufband. 
Sub. How ! 

Kaf 
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Kaf. The widow Pliant. Knew you not that ? 

Sutb. No faith* fir : 
Yet, by erection of her figure, I gueft it. 
Come, let's go praftice. 

Yjof. Yes, but do you think, dodor* 
I e'er fliall quarrel well ? 

Suk. I warrant you. 

SCENE V. 
DoU Mammon^ Face^ Subtle. 

Del For, after Alexanders Death -— ^ 

[/» bcrjit of talking. 

Mam. Good lady ■ 

Hoi. That Perdiccas and Andgonus, were flain. 
The two that ftood, Sclcuc', and Ptolomee — — 

Mam. Madam, 

Dol. Made up the two len, and the foarth beaft. 
That was Gog-north, and Eeypt-fouth : which after 
Was call'd Gog- iron -leg, andfouth-iron-lcg— — 

Mam. Lady -— 

HoL And then Gog-horned. So was Egypt^ too; 
Then Egypt clay-leg, and Qog-day-leg ■ 

Mam. Sweet madam. 

Hoi And iaft Gog-duil, and Egypt-duft, which fall 
In the laft link of the fourth chain. And thefe 
Be ftars in ftory, which none fee* or look at ■ ■ 

Mam. What (hall I do ? 

'Dol. For, as he fays, except 
We call the rabbins, and the heathen Greeks 

Mam. Dear lady« 

Hoi. To come from Salem, and from Athens, 
And teach the people of Great Britain — — • 

Fac. What's the matter, fir ? 

Hoi. To fpeak the tongue of Eber, and Javan 

Mam. O, 
She's in her fit. 

G 3 mi. 
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DoL Wc Ihall know nothing — -* 

Fac. Death, fir. 
We are undone. 

DoL Where then a learned linguift 
Shall ffc the ancient us'd conimunion 
Of vowels ana confonants ■ 

Fac. My maftcr will hear ! 

DoL A wifdom, which Pvthagoras held moft high—? 

Mam. Sweet honourable lady. 

DoL To comprize 
All founds of voices, in few marks of letters — — -. 

Fac. Nay, you muft never hope to lay her now. 

DoL And fo we may arrive by talmudfkill. 
And prpphane Greek, to raife the building up 
Of Helen's houfe againft the Ifmaelite, 
King of Thogarma, and his habergions 
Brimftony, blue, and fiery ; and the force 
Of king Abaddon, and the beaft of Cittim y 
Which rabbi David Kimchi, Onkclos, 
And Aben Ezra do interpret Rome. ' 

[Tb^J^eak togahcr^ 

Fac. How did you put her into*t ? 

Mam Alas, I talk'4 
Of a fifth monarchy I would ereft, 
With the philofophers ftonc (by chance) and fhc 
Falls on the other four ftraight. 

Fac. Out of Broughton * I 

ItoW 

* Falls on the other four firaighK Fac. Out ^/^Brquohton.] He has 
been taken notice of before, ^s a great deafer Iq the prophecies of 
the old tefbment, and the expofitions of the rabbins. The inge. 
nious author of the life of Bernard Gilpin^ has given us a very 
beautiful elegy, wrote in 1612^ on the death of Hi^ Broitrht^m. ; 
which tho' deigned a<^ an encomium, is rather a fatire on him for 
the mifeaiployment of bis time and talents. His fk\\\ in expound- 
ing prpphecies, and tracing Jewifh genealogies) is there touched oa 
in die following flanzas ; 

^* What meant that monflrou$ man, whom Babel'6 king 
. '' Did in a troubled flumber qacc behold, 

« Like 
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I told you fo. 'Slid ftop her mouch. 

Mam. Is't befl: ? 

Fac. She'll never leave elfe. If the old man hear her. 
We aie but faeces^ aflies. 

Sub. WhiR's to do there ? 

Fac. O, wc are loft. Now ihe hears hrm, &e is quiet. 

Mam. Where AaU I hide me ? 

\Upon Suhh's etary /Ay dijper/e. 

Suh. How ! what fight is here ! 
Clofe deeds of darknefe, and that fbun the light I 
Bring him again. Who 19 he ? what, my fen t 
O, I have livM too long. 

Mam. Nay good, dear father. 
There was no unchafte purpofe* 

** Like hage Goliah, fbiB by David's ding, 
'' Whofe dreadfal head and curled locks were gold» 
With breads and mighty arms of filver mould; 
Whofe fuelling belly and large fides were brafs, 
Whofe legs were iron, fett of mingled mafs, 
^ Of winch one part was c]ay» the other iron was ? 

** What meant the lion, plam'd in eagle's wings, 
** Wliat meant the bear, that in his horrid jaw 
** Three ribs of fome devoured carcafe brings : 
** What meant the leopard which Belfiiazzar favr» 
" With dreadful mouth, and With a mordering paw a 
*' And what that all devouring horned beaft 
" With iron teeth, and with his horrid creft : 
** All this, and miicli befides by Brougbtcn was expreit 

** Twas he that branchM Mefliah*s facred ftem, 
** In curious knots, and trac'd his earthly race 
^ PftMtt i&rinfcel^ Adam, to tbe nobie Sem, 
'* 80 dowd t» him that held Coniah's place, 
** And from his fon to Mary full of grace^ &c." 

hifirfBer^. Gilpin^ ]^ 124. (^ feq. 
I wouM oUerve, thfts Srvt^bton is not th# peHon meant by Beau- 
mont and Fletcher in tltkeScofyiftti iady^ a{l 2. and again in Wit nvith" 
9utmnuy^ ad 3. fho' Mr. Theobald and Mr. Seward both imagine 
he was. The perfon there alluded to, as Mr. Sympfon rightly ob« 
farves, was one Nk. Britain or Briton, wholes works were of a 
difiereni kind fiom thofe of Hu^ Brougbion. 

G 4 SuK 
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6uh. Not ? and flee me. 
When I come in ? 

Mafn, That was my error. 

Sub. Error ? [marvel. 

Guilt, guilt, my fon. Give it the right name. No 
If I found check in our great work within. 
When fuch affairs as thefe were managing ! 

^tam. Why, have you fo ? 

Sub. It has ftood flill thi3 half hour : 
And all the reft of our lefs works gone back. 
Where is the inftrument of wickednela. 
My lewd falfe drudge ? 

Mam. Nay, good fir, blame not him. 
Believe me, 'twas againft his will, or knowledges 
I faw her by chance. 

Sub. Will yoq commit more fin, 
T' exgufe a varlet ? 

Mam. By my hope 'tis true, fir. 

Sub. Nay, then I wonder lefs, if you, for whom 
The blefling was prepared, would fo tempt heavkn j 
And lofe your fortunes, 

Mam. Why, fir ? 

Sub. This •ll retard 
The work) 9 month at leaft. 

Mam, Why, if it do. 
What remedy ? bqt think it not, good father : 
Our purpofes were honeft* 

Sub. As they were. 
So the rewar<l will prove. How now ! aye me. 
Godi and ali faints be good to us. What^ that i 

[yi great crack and mife within^ 

Fac. C^fir, we are defeated ! all the works 
Are flown in fumo^ every glafs is burft. 
jpurnace, and all rent down ! as if a bolt 
Of thunder had been driven through the houf<i. 
Retorts, receivers, peUicanes, bolt-hwubt 

All 
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All ftruck in ihivers ! help, good fir ! alas, ^ 

[Suhtk falls down as in a fwocn. 
Coldnels and death inrades him. Nay, fir Mammofly 
Po the fair offices of a man 1 you ftand. 
As you were readier to depart than he. 
Who* there ? my lord her brother's come. 

Mam. Ha, lungs ? 

Fac. His coach is at the door. Avoid his fight, 

[One knocks. 
For he*s as furious as his fifter's mad. 

Mam. Alas ! 

Foe. My brain is quite undone with the fume, fir, 
I ne'er muft hope to be mine own man again. 

Mam. Is ail loft, lungs ? will nothing be preferv'd. 
Of all our coft ? 

Fac. Faith, very little, fir. 
A peck of coals or fo, which is cold comfort, fir. 

Mam. O my voluotuous mind ! I am juftly punifhM; 

Fac. And to am I, fir. 

Mam. Caft from all my hopes 

Fac. Nay, certainties, fir. 

M^m. By mine own bafe afieftiont. 

Sub. O, the cur ft fruits of vide and luft ! 

[Subtle Jems €$mc to bimfelf^ 

Mam. Good fatho*. 
It was my fin. Forgive it. 

Sub. Hangs my roof 
Over us ftill, and will not fall, O juftkci 
Upon us, for this wicked man ! 

Fac. Nay, look, fir. 
You grieve him now with ftaying in bis fight T 
Good fir, the nobleman will come too, and take you. 
And that may breed a tragedy. 

Mam. ril go. 

Fac. I, an4 repent at home, fir. It may be. 
For fome good p^n^pce yoq may ha' it yet } 
A hundred pound to the l)Qi( at Beth'lcm^ 
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Mam. Yes. 

Fac. For the reftoring fuch as ha' their wits« 

Mam. rildo't. 

Fac. ril fend one to you to receive ie« 

Mam Do. 
Is no projedion kft P 

Fac. All flown, or (links, fir. . 

MmW^ nought be fav'd, thac'agood for med'cine^ 

[think'ft thou .^ 

Fac. I cannot tell, fir. There ^iU be, perhn^; 
Something about the fcraping of. the (hards. 
Will cure the iccb, tho* not yoar itch of mind, ^^ 
It (hall be fav'd for you, and jfent home. Good fir^ 
This way, for £tar the lord (hould meet you. 

Sub. Face. 

Fac. I. 

Sub. Is he gone ? 

Fac. Yes, and as heavily 
As all the gold he hop*d for were in's blood. 
Let us be light though. 

^f^. . I, as balls, and bound 
And hit our heads againft the roof for joy : 
There^s fo rtiiich of our care now caft away. 

Fac. Now toour don. 

Sub. Yes, your young widow,, by this time 
Is made a countefs. Face : (he has been in travail 
Of a young heir for you. 

Fac. Goo4, iir. 

Sub. OflP with your cafe. 
And greet her kindly, as a brid^room (hould^ 
After thefe commbn' hazards. 

Fac. Very well, fir. 
Will you go fetch don Diego off, the while? 

Sub. And fetch him over too,if youMl be pleas*d» (ir ? 
Would, Dol were in her place, to pick his pockeis^now. 

Fac. Wl^, you can do*t as wcll,ijf you would fee to^u 
I pray you prove your virtue* 

^ub. For your fake» fin 
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SCENE VJ. 

Surly ^ Dame Pliant^ Subtle^ Face. 

Sur. Lady, you fee into what hands you arc fal*n ;^ 
•Mongft what a peft of villains! and how near 
You honour was t*have catchM a certain cla|), 
(Thro* your credulity) had I but been 
So puni^ually forward, as place, time. 
And other circumftances would ha* made a man : 
For.yo'are a handfome woman : would yo'were wife too. 
I am a gentleman come here difguis*d. 
Only to find the knaveries of this citadel. 
And where I might have wrong'd your honour, srnd ha* 
I claim fome intercft in your love. You are, [not. 
They fay, a widow, rich ; and Tm a bachelor. 
Worth nought : your fortunes may make me a man. 
As mine ha* prefcrv*d you a woman. Think upon it^ 
And whether I have deferv'd you> or no. 

Plu I will, fir. 

Sur. And for thefe houfhold -rogues, let me Alone 
To treat with them. 

. Sub. How doth my noble Diego ? 
And my dear madam countefs ? h^ath the count 
Been courteous, lady ? liberal ? ai^d open i 
Donzel, methink) yoq look meiancholickj^ 
After your coitum, and fcurvy ! truely, 
I do not like the dulnefs of your eye : 
}t hath a heavy cad, *tis uffee Dutch ^ 

Anc| 

5 It bath a hiovyiitftf Up upsbs Dutch.] Thli odd expreffion 
occurs in a comedy of Fletcher* s ; 

- So, fit down, lads. 



« 



" And drink me up/ee Dutch:'* Bihar's Bufi^ ^€t 3. fc. |. 
Mr. Sympibn here aiks, " What is up/ee Dutch ?'* to which Mr. 
Seward Implies* " I wi^ I coald anfwer ^r. Syjnpfoa*& quefUon ^ 

•• but 
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And fays you are a lumpifh whore-mafter. 
Be lighter, I will make your pockets fo. 

[lie falls to picking of them. 

Sur.ViiW you, don bawd, and pick-purfe ? how now! 

[reel you ? 
Stand up Hr, you fhall find fince I am fo heavy, 
ril gi' you equal weight. 

Sub. Help, murder ! 

Sur. No, fir. 
There's no. fuch thing intended, A eood cart. 
And a clean whip (hail eafe you ofthat fear. 
I am the Spani(h don that fhould be cozened. 
Do you fee ? cozened ? where*s your captain Face ? 
That parcel broker, and whole-bawd, all rafcaU 

Foe. How, Surly! 

Sur* O, make your approach, good captain. 
I have found from whence your copper rings and fpoons 

^ bot I can find no fuch word in any di^onaiy or glofTary of mine/* 
The expreffion, with a little difference, occurs again in the 4th 
fcene 0/ the 4th zJOt of the fame play, and is applied to a waflel i 

" Prig, I for the ftrudtore, 

" VThich is the bowl. 
« Hig, Which muft be upfrf Englljb, 

** Strong, lady London beer.** 

Indeed no di£Lionary or gloflary will help us to the phrafe ; but I 
will endeavour to aflign a meaning, which as it gives a confident 
fenfe to thefe different places, may probably be the true one. it is 
a proverbial exprefixon, and is ufed, as proverbs frequently are, in 
Ibme little latitude of fenfe. In Jonlon, *//i utfie Dutch, figni- 
fies it is like a drunken Dutchman's, j^irr eye is dull and bath a heavy 
cajt, like a Dutchman^ in li^uor^ or, as we fay proverbially, '* Who 
" is feas over.** That is the original of the phrafe : Upfis is a 
corruption from the Dutch ep-zee, which is literally c<ver fta ; and 
*(is probable we bonowed that proverb from Holland. In Fletcher, 
the phrafe to drink uffte Dutch^ means to drink as Dutchmen, or the 
fame liquor which they do, till we are drunk like them: the other 
term mud in like manner be explained by the epithet Englidi ; fo 
that upfey Englifi^ is drinking the liquor which Englidimen ufually 
get drank with ; and that is truly explained in the following line, 
to be ftrong-beer, 

Come^ 
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Come, now, wherewith you cheat abroad in taverns, 
^washere you leam'd t'anoint your boot with brimftoAe^ 
Then rub mens gold on't, for a kind of touch. 
And fay 'twas naught, when you had chang'd the co« 

[lour. 
That you might ha*t for nothing. And this do&or. 
Your footy, fmoky-bearded compeer, he 
Will clofe you fo much gold, in a bolts-head. 
And, on a turn, convey (i' the dead) another 
With fublim'd Mercury, that Ihall burft i' the heat. 
And fly out all infumo f then weeps Mammon : 
Then iwoons his ^rfhip. Or, he is the Fauftus, 
That cafteth figures, and cau conjure, cures 
Plagues, piles, and pox, by the Ephemerides, 
And holds intelligence with all the bawds 
And midwives of three (hires : while you fend in-— 
Captain, (what is he gone ?) dam'iels with child. 
Wives that are barren, or the waiting-maid 
With the green ficknefs. Nay fir, you mufl tarry 
Tho' he be icap*t ; and anfwer by the ears, fir. 



SCENE VII. 

Face^ Kafirily Surly^ Subtle^ Drugger^ Ananias^ Dame 

Pliant'^ Dol. 

Fac. Why, now*s the time, if ever you will quarrel 
Well (as they fay) and be a true-born child. 
The do&or and your filler both are abus'd. 

Kaf. Where is he ? which is he ? he is a flave 
What e*er he is, and the fon of a whore. Are you 
The man, fir, I would know ? 

Sur. 1 fliould be loth, fir. 
To confefs fo much. 

Kaf. Then you lie Tyour throat. 

Sur. How ? 
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Fac. A very errant rogue^ (ir» and a cheater^ 
Employ'd here by another conjurer. 
That does not love the do6lor, and would crofs him^ 
If he knew how ■ 

Sur. Sir, you are abused. 

Kaf. You lie : 
And 'tis no matter. 

Fac. Well faid, fir. He is 
The impudent'ft rafcal— — — 

Sur. You are indeed. Will you hear me, fir t 

Fac. By no means : bid him be gone; 

Ki^f. Begone, fir, quickly. 

Sur. This's ftrange ! Lady, do you inform your bro- 

Fac. There is not fuch a foift in all the town^ [ther^ 
The dodtor had him preiently : and finds yet, 
The Spanifh count will come here* Bear up. Subtle. 

Sub. Ye$5 fir, he muft appear within this hour. 

Fac. And yet this rogue would come in a difguife^ 
By the temptation of another fpirit. 
To trouble our art, tho' he could not hurt it. 

M^ I, 

I know — Away, you talk like a foolifli mauther ^. 

Sur. Sir, all is truth, fliefays. 

Fac. Do not believe him, fir. 
He is the lying*fl fwabber ! Come your ways, fif ; 

Sur. You are valiant out of company. 

Kaf. Yes, how then, fir ? [hitti^ 

i^i^r. Nay, heri^'s an hon^ft fellow tod, that knows 
Ahd all his tricks. (Make good what I fay, Abel) 
This cheater would ha* cozen'd thee o' the widow. 
He owes thi^ honeft Drugger here, fcven p)und. 
He has had on him, in two-penny'orths of tobacco. 

jyru. Yes fir. And he has damn'd himlelf three terms 
to pay me. 

^ You talk lih afooiijh MAtrxHER.] i. e An ignomnt foolifli yooftg 
girl. The word is ilill ufcd in Coxne counties, pftrticularly vi. 
Alorfolk. 

Fac. 
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Pac. And what does he owe for lotki«» ? 

Dm. Thirty fliillings^ fir. 
And for fix fyringca. 

Suff. Hydra of villainy ^ ! 

Fac. Nay^ fir, you muft quarrel bitn out o' the boufe; 

Kaf. I wLll.--^Sir» if you get qo£ out o'doors^ you ]je : 
And you are a pimp. 

Sur. Why, this ii madnefs, fir. 
Not valour in you : I muft laugh at this. 

Kaf. It is my humour : you are a pimp and a trigi 
And an Jmadis de Gatdj or a Don Quixot. 

Dru. Or a knight o' the curious coxcomb. Do you 

Jna. Peace to the houfhokl. [fee i 

Kaf. ril keep peace for no man. 

j4na. Cafting of dollers i& concluded lawful* 

Kaf Is he the conftable i 

Sub. Peace AnaniaY* 

Fa€. No, fir. 

Kaf Then you are an otter, and a ibad^ a whitf 
A very tim. 

Sur. YouMl hear me, fir ? 

Kaf. I will not. 

Ana. What is the motive i 

Sub. Zeal in the young gentlemail» 
Againft his Spanifh flops 

Ana. They are prophane. 
Lewd, fuperfiitious, and idolatrous breaches* 

Sur. Ncwrafcals! 

Kaf Will you be gone, fir ? 

7 Sar. — — HvDRA of villany !]Thc plot of Surly, slndchd 
counterplot oF Fac^ and Subc-e, are highly agreeable to comic hu- 
mour ; nor were things ripe yet for a full difcovery.. Surly finding 
himfelf baffled with thcfe fools and knaves, cries out Hydra of 
'uillainy ! The Greek proverb is Ai^^ xeutm, Lenta malorum : the 
name of the famous lake where Hercules dtflroyed the Hydra, 
whofe heads, 'tis fabled, grew as fail as they were ^cut off, 

Mr. Ufton, 

Ana, 
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Ana. Avoid Satan. 
Thou art not of the light* That rafF of pride^ 
About thy neck, betrays thee i and is the fame 
With that which the unclean birds, in feventy-feven« 
Were feen to prank it with, on divers coafts. 
Thou iook*ft like antichrift, in that lewd hat^ 

Sur. I muft give way. 

Kaf. Begone, fir. 

Sur. But rii take 
A courfe with you— — 

Ana. Depart, proud Spanifll fiend. 

Sur. Captain and dodor— '-^ 

Ana. Child of perdition. 

Kaf. Hence, fir. 
Did I not quarrel bravely ? / 

Fac. Yes, indeed, fir. 

Kaf. Nay, an' I give my mind to't, I fhall do't^ 

Fac. O, you muft follow, fir, and threaten him tame. 
He^ll turn again elfe. 

Kaf. I'll return him then. 

Fac. Drugger, this rogue prevented us, for thee t 
We had determin'd that thou fliould'ft ha' come, 
In a Spanifh fuit, and ha' carried her fo -, and he 
A brokerly flave, goes, puts it on himfelf. 
Haft 'brought the damafk ? 

Dru. Yes, fir. . 

Fac. Thou muft borrow 
A Spanifh fuit. Haft thou no credit with the players ? 

Dru. Yes, fu* \ did you never fee me play the fool * ? 

Fac 

•Dra.?^/,/r } did you never fee me plaV the f 60L?]Honcft Abcl^ 
however euilty of playing the fool, does not here mean it in the 
fenfe thofe words are ufually fpoke. He means the droll character 
of the fool^ which with that of the vice, made np a principal part 
of the comic diverfion. to our fimpler anceilon, as they had a place 
in every reprefentation on the ilage. From thii charader the pro* 
verblal exprefiion came into common ufe. Hieronimo^s old c!oak» 

ruff. 
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l?ac. I know nott Nab : thou (halt, if I can help it. 
Hieronymo's old cloke, ruff, and hat will ferve, 
V}X tell thee more when thou bring'ft 'em. 

[SubtU ba$h wbt^td mtb him this while; 

Am. Sir, I know 
The Spaniard hates the brethren, and hath fpies 
Upon their a&ions : and that this was one 
I make no fcruple. But the holy fynod 
Have been in prayer, and meditation for it. 
And *tis reveard no leis to them than me. 
That cafting of money is moft lawful. 

Sub. True: 
But here I cannot do it ; If the houie 
Shou'd chance to be fufpe^ted, all would out. 
And we be lock'd up in the Tower for ever. 
To make gold there (for th* ftate) never come out : 
And then are you defeated. 

Jina, I will tell 
This to the elders, and the weaker brethren. 
That the whole company of the ieparation 
May join in humble prayer again. 

{Sub. And falling.) 

Ana. Yea, for fome fitter place; The peace of mind 
Reft with thefc walls. 

Sub. Thanks, courteous Ananias. 

Pa€. What did he come for ? 

Sub. About cafting dollers, 
Prefently out of hand. And fo I told him> 
A Spanifh minifter came here to fpy, 
Againft the faithful 

Foe. I conceive. Come Subtle, 
Thou art fo down upon the leaft difafter ! 
How wouldft thou ha' done, if I had not help^t thee out? 

ruflr, and hat, mentioned in the following line» were the dreft lA 
which the character of Hieronymo, To often uken notice of, wae 
then aded. 

Vol. III. H Sub, 
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Sub^ I thank thee Face, for the angry boy i* faith. 
Ftff . Who would ha*look'd it Ihould ha'bcen that rafcal 
Surly ? he had dy'd his beard and all. Well, fir. 
Here's damalk come to make you a fuit* 
Sub. Where's Drugger? 
Fac. He is gone to borrow me a Spanifh habit ^ 
I'll be the count, now. 

Sub. But Where's the widow ? • 
Fac. Wifhin, with my lord's After : madam Dol 
Is entertaining her. 

Sub. By your favour, Face, 
Now (he is honeft I will ftand again. 
Fac. You will not offer it ? 
Sub. Why ? 

Fac. Stand to your word, 
Or — here comes Dol, (he know s ■ , 

Sub. Y' are tyrannous ftill. 
F^r. Stria for my right.How now, Dol? Hafttoldhcr, 
The Spanifti count will come ? 

Dol. Yes', but another is come, 
You little look'd for ! 
Fac. Who is that? 
Dol. Your itiafter : 
The maftcr of the houfe. 
Sub. How, D<A\ 
Fac. She lies. 
This is fome trick. Come, leave your quiblins,Dorothy. 
DoL Look out, and fee. 
Sub. Art thou in carncft ? 
DoL 'Slight. 
Forty o' the neighbours are about him, talking, 
Fac. 'Tis he, by this good day. 
* Dtrl. 'Twill prove ill day 
For fome on us. ^ 

Far We are undone, and taken. 

7)ol. Loft, I'm afraid. 

Sub. 
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Sub. You faid he would not come. 
While there died one a week, within the liberties. 

Fac. No : 'twas within the walls. 

Suh. Was't fo ? cry you mercy. 
I thought the liberties. What fhall we do now. Face ? 

Fa€. Be filent : nut a word, if he call or knock. 
ril into mine old fhape again and meet him. 
Of Jeremy, the butler. V the mean time. 
Do you two pack up all the goods, and purchafe ^, 
That we can carry i* the two trunks, ril keep him 
Off for to-day, if I cannot Ipngcr : and then 
At night, ril ihip you both away to Raccliff, 
Where we'll meet to-morrow, and there we'll fhare. 
Let Mammon's brafs and pewter keep the cellar : 
We'll have another time for that. But, Dol, 
*Pr'y thee go heat a little water quickly, 
Subtle muft fhavc me. All my captain's beard 
Mull off, to make me appear fmooth Jeremy. 
You'll do't ? 

Sut Yes, I'll (have you, as well as I can. 

Fac. And not cut my throat, but trim me ? 

Sub. You (hall fee, fir. 

9 Doycu t*u3opack up all the goodsy anil purchase.] Purchafi was a 
cant term then given to goods ftolen, or diihoneflly come by : thus 
we find it in Shakefpear, i/? Part cf Henry IV. 

" GadftnlL Thou ihaft have a (hare in oxxr purekafe:^ 

AGt 2. fc. 2. 
And in Henry V. aft 3. 

" They will ileal any thi;ig, and call it purchafe. ^^ 
And this fenfe Teems to be derived from the days of Chaucer, who 
thus ufes it in his prophecy ; 

** And robbery is holde purchafe.*' 
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ACT V. SCENE L • ^ 

Love-wit^ Neighbours. 

Lov. T TAS there been fuch refort, fay you ? 
ITI iVlf/. 1 . Daily, fir. 

Net. 2. And nightly, too. . . 

Net. 3. I, fome as brave as lords. 
, Net. 4* Ladies, and gentlewomen^ 

Net. 5. Citizens wives. 

Net. I. And knights* 

NeL 6. In coaches. 

Net. 2. Yes, and oyller^wotnem 

Nei. 1 . Befide other gallants. 

Net. 3. Sailors wives. : 

Nei. 4. Tobacto men. 

Nei. 5. Another Pimlico ! 

Lov. What Ihould my knave advance, ^ 

To draw this company ? he hung out no bannm. 
Of a ftrange calf, with five legs, to be feen ? 
Or a huge lobfter with fix claws i 

Nei. 6. No, fir. 
• Net. 3. We had gone in then, fin . 

Lov. He has no gift 
OF teaching I* the nofc, that e'er I knew ot . ! : 
' ' Yoq faw no bills let up that promis'd curt 
' Of ^^gtlesii or the tootn-ach ? 

Nei. i. N6 fuch thing, fir- 

L^. Nor heard a drum ftrook, for baboons^ xnTiplip* 

Nei. 5. Neither, fir. [pets ? 

. Lov. What device ihould he bring forth 4m>w I 
I love a teeming wit as I Ibve my nourifiimem : ^ 
• Tray God he ha* not kept fuch open houfe. 
That be hath fold my hangings, and my bedding ; 
I left him nothing elfe. If he have eat 'em. 
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A plague o* the moath,,fay I *. Sure he has got 
Some bawdy pidtures, co,Ga3l all this ging i 
The frier, and the nun 5 or the new motion 
Qf the knight's courfer, covering the parfon's mare j 
The boy of (ix year old, with the great thing : 
Ort mfty be, he has the flc^as that rup at tilt. 
Upon a table, or fome dog to dance. 
When.faw you him ? 

j^ei. , I . Who fir, Jeremy ? 

Net. 2 . Jeremy Butler ? ' 
We faw him not this mon^. 

Lov. How! 

Net. 4. Not thefe five weeks, fir. 

Net. 6. Th?fe fix weeks, at the leafi:. 

Lov. Yo* amaze me, neighbours ! 

Net. 5. Sure, if your worfhip know not where he is. 
He's flipt away. 

Net. 6. Pray God, he be not made away. 

[flif knocks. 

Lov. Ha ? its no time to question, then. 

Net. 6, Abpgt 
Some three weeks fince, I h^ard a doleful cry,* 
As I fat up, a men^di^g my wife's (lockings. 

IjOV. Tbis's ftrange I that none will anfwer ! Didft 
A cry, laift thou ? [thou hear 

Net. 6. Yes, fir, . like unto a man 
That had been ftrangled an hour, and could not fpeak. 

Net. 2. I heard it too, juft this day three weeks, at 
Next morning. [two o'clQck 

Lav. Thefe be mlracks, or you make 'em fo ! 
A man aa hour ftrangled, and could not fpeak. 



I/bi ba^ieat Wm 



Aplpgue •* tht MOUTH y fay /] Though the exprdllon in the laft 
line may be admitted with fome explanation, it \% better, I think, 
CO adopt the readios of the fir A foliOs. which givei us «ro«/^ ; as 
clothfCf hid op^ and j^ot ofed or aired, are apt to be eaten by thofe 

. ififeAs. 

Vot. ni. H2 And 
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And both you heard him cry ? 

Net. 3. Yes, downward, fir. 

Lev. Thou art a wife fellow. Give me thy hand I 
What trade art thou on ? [pray thee. 

Net. 3. A fmith, an't plcafe your wor(hip. 

Lov.A fmith ? then lend me thy help to gee this door 

[open. 

iV^/. 3. That I will preicntly,fir, but fetch my tools — 

Net. I. Sir, beft to knock again, afore you break it. 



SCENE IL 

Love- wit ^ Face^ Neighbour 4, 

Lov. I will. 

Fac. What mean you, fir ? 

Net, I, 2, 4. O, here*s Jeremy ! 

Fac. Good fir, come from the door. 

Lov. Why ! what's the matter. 

Fac. Yec farther, you are too near yet. 

Lov.V the name of wonder ! what means the fellow ? 

Fac. The houfe, fir, has been vifitcd. 

Lov. What ? with the plague ? ftand thou then far- 

Fac. No, fir, I had it not. , [thcr. 

Lov. Who had it then ? I left 
None elfe but thee i* the houfe. 

Fac. Yes, fir, my fellow. 
The cat that kept the buttry, had it on her 
A week before I fpied it : but I got her 
Convey 'd away i" the night. And fo I fliut 
The houfe up for a month — ^ 

Lov. How ! 

Fac. Purpofing then, fir, 
T*have burnt rofe-vincgar, treacle, and tar. 
And ha* made it fwcer, that you (hou'd ne'er ha' known 
Becaufc I knew the news would but afflidl you, fir. [it: 



Lav. Breathe Icfs, and farther off. Why this is ftranger! 
The neighbours tell me all, here, that the doors 
Have ftill been open— 
* Fac. How, fir! 

Lov. Gallants, men, and women, 
And of all forts, tag-rag, been feen to flock here 
In threaves^ thefe ten weeks, as to a fecond Hogs-den^ 
In days of Pimlico and Eye-bright ! 

Fac. Sir, 
Their wifdoms will not fay fo ! 

Lov. To-day they fpeak 
Of coaches, and gallants ; one in a French-hood, 
Went in, they tell me : and another was feen 
In a velvet gown at the window ! divers more 
Pafs in and out ! 

Fac. They did pafs thro* the doors then. 
Or walls, I aflure their eye- fights, and their fpedacles ; 
For here, fir, are the keys : and here have been. 
In this my pocket, now above twenty days : 
And for before, I kept the fort alone there. 
But that *tis yet not deep i' the afternoon, 
I (hould believe my neighbours had feen double 
Thro* the black pot, and made thefe apparitions ! 
For, on my. faith to your worftiip, for thefe three weeks 
And upwards, the door has not been opened. 

Lou. Strange' 

Net. I. Good faith, I thinki faw a coach! 

Net. 2. And I too, 
I*ld ha* been fworn ! 

Lov. Do you but think it now ? 
And but one coach ? 

Net. 4. We cannot tell, fir : Jeremy 
Is a very honeft fellow. 

Fac. Did you fee me at all ? 

Net. I. No ; that we arc fure on. 

Net. 2. ril be fworn o' that. 

Lov. Fine rogues to have your teftimonies built on ! 

H 4 ^'ei. 
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Net. 3. Is Jeremy come ? 

Nei. I . O, yes, you may leave your tools, 
Wc were deceived, he fays. 

Net. 2. He has had the keys ; 
And the door has been (but thefe three weeks. 

Net. 3* Like enough. 

Lov. Peace and get henccy you changelings. 

Fac. Surly come! 
And Mammon made acquainted ! they'll tell all. 
(How fhall I beat them ofF? what Ihall I do ?) 
Nothing's more wretched than a guilty confcience^. 

SCENE III. 

Surly^ Mammon^ Lcve-wit^ Face^ Neighbours^ Kafiril^ 
Ananias^ Tribulation^ Dapper j Subtle. 

Sttr. No, fir, he was agreatphyfician. This, 
It was no bawdy-houfe *, but a meer chancel. 
You knew the lord [and his fifter. 

Mam. Nay, good Surly— 

Sur. The happy word, be rich 

J\dttfH. Play not the tyrant — 

Sur. Should be to-day pronounc'd to all your Friends. 
And where be your andirons now ? and your brafs-pots. 
That fliould ha'been golden flaggons,and great wedges? 

Mam. Let me but breathe. What I they ha' fhut their 
Methinks ! [doors, 

$ur. I, now 'tis holy-day with them, 

* Bfwafijall I heat tJyem off? ^hatfiallldo ? 
Nothings wtore ivretched than a guilty con/cience.^ The paflage* as 
Mr. Upton hath remarked, is copied from Plaatus ; and the refle<i> 
tion is applied with judgment. 

SeJ quidnam hie fifi tarn cite recipit domumf 
Metuo ne de hac re quiftiam hie inaudiverit. 
Accedam atqtte appeltiio heuy quam timeo mifer ! 
J^ibif tft miferius qufim amtfiuj hominij con/citify 

Plawt. Model. 

Matm. 
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Mam. Rogues, 
Cozeners, impoftors, bawds. 

Fac. What mean you, fir ? 

[Mammon and Surly knock. 

Mam. To enter if we can. 

Fac. Another man's houfc ? 
Here is the owner, fir. Turn you to him 
And fpeak your bufinefs. 

Mam. Are you, fir, the owner ? 

Lov. Yes, fir. 

Mam. And are thofe knaves within your cheaters ? 

Lov. What knaves ^ what cheaters ? 

Mam. Subtle and his lungs. 

Fac. The gentleman is dillraAed, fir ! No lungs. 
Nor lights ha' been feen here thefe three weeks, fir. 
Within thefe doors, upon my word ! 

Sur. Your word, 
Goom arrogant ? 

Fac. Yea, fir, I am the houfe-keeper. 
And know the keys ha' not been out of my hands^ 

Sur. This's a new Face, 

Fac. You do miftake the houfe, fir : 
What fign was*t at ? 

Sur. You rafcal I This is one 
O* the confederacy. Come, let's get officers. 
And force the door. 

Lov. Tray you ftay, gentlemen* 
' Sur. No, fir, we'll come with warrant. 

Mam. I, and then 
Wc (hall ha* your doors open. 

Lov. What means this ? 

Fac. I cannot tell, fir. 

Net. I . Thefe are two o' the gallants. 
That we do think we faw. 

Fac. Two of the fools ? 
You talk as idly as they. Good faith, fir, 
I think the moon has cras'd 'em a! I ! (O me, 

Tlie 
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The angry boy come too ! He'll make a noife. 
And ne'er away till he have betray'd us all ) 

Kaf, What rogues, bawds, Qaves, you'll open the 
dopr anon, [Kaftril knocks. 

Punk, cockatrice, my fufter. By this light 
I'll fetch the marfhal to you. You are a whore. 
To keep your caftle 

Fac. Who would you fpeak witfi, fir ? 

Kaf. The bawdy doftor, and the cozening captain, 
And pus my fufter. 

Lov. This isi fomething, fure ! 

Fac. Upon my truft, the doors were never open, fir. 

Kaf. I have heard all their tricks told me twice over. 
By the fat knight, and the lean gentleman. 

Lov. Here comes another. 

Fac. Ananias too ! 
And his paftor ! 

Tri. The doors are fhut againft us. 

[They beat too at the door. 

Ana. Come forth, you feed of fulphur, fons of fiit. 
Your (lench it is broke forth : abomination 
Is in the houfe. 

Kaf I, my fuller's there. 

Ana. The place. 
It is become a^cage of unclean birds. 

KafYts^ I will fetch the fcavenger, and the conftable. 

Tri You (hall do well. 

Ana. We'll join to weed them out. [fufter'! 

Kaf. You will not come then ? punk devile, my 

Ana. 

? Ten nxjill not come then f punky ifetvlcf, ffty fufter,'] I agree with 
Mr. Upton in reforming this paiTage, and the explanation given. 
It (hoQld be Punk de'vife^ myfufteY, Punk dt^vife^ means, thou arrant 
whore. The phrafc is taken from the French a points diw/ex. So 
Chaucer in [he Romaunt of tie rofe^ ver. 1215, 

" Her nofe was \^rought at point de^ije^^ i. e. with the utmoft 
cxa£lnefs. So Shakefpcar, m Tive'fth Night, a£l 2. fc. 8. 

" Mai. 1 will be point devife, the very man/' i.^c. txzSAy the 

fame 



T;^ ALCHEMIST- 123 

Ana. Call h^r not fiften She's a harlot verily. 

Kaf. V\\ raifc the ftrcet. 

Lov. Good gentlemen, a word. 

jdna. Satan avoid, and hinder not our zeal. 

Lov. The world's turn'd Bet'lcm, 

Fac. Thefe arc all broke loofc, 
Out of St. Kather'nes, where they u(e to keep 
The better fort of mad-folks. 

Net. I . All thefe perfons 
We faw go in and out here. 

Net. .2. Yes, indeed, fir, 

T^ei. 3. Thefe were the parties. 

Fac. Peace, you drunkards. Sir, 
I wonder at it ! pleafe you to give me leave 
To touch the door, PU try an* the lock be chang'd. 

Lov. It mazes me ! 

Fac. Good faith, fif, I believe 
There's no. fuch thing, *Tis all deceptio vifus. 
Would I could get him away. [Daffer cries out within. , 

Dap. Mafter captain, mailer doctor. 

Lov. Who's that ? 

Fac. (Our clerk within, that I forgot !) I know not, fir. 

Dap. For God's lake, when will her grace be at Ici- 

Fac. Ha! ^ . [fure? 

Illufions, fome fpirit o' the air : (his gag is melted) 
And now he fets out the throat.) 

Dap. I am at mod ftiflcd \ 

Fac. (Would you were altogether.) 

Lov. *Tis i* the houfe. 
Ha! lift. 

Fac. Believe it, fir, i' the airl 

Lov. Peace, you ■ 

faine in every particular. Our poet again ufes the exprefijon in the 
7a:c if a Tub, aft 3 fc 7. 

«• ■ And if the clapper prieft 

** Be but as cunning, point in hi« de\i/e^ 

" As I was in my lie," 

Dap. 
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Dap. Mine aunt*s grace does not ufe me well. 

Sub. You fool, 
Peace, you'll mar all. 

Fac. Or you will elie, you rogue. 

Lov. O, is it fo ? then you converfe with fpirits ! 
Come fir. No more o* your tricks, good Jeremy, 
The truth, the fliorteft way. 

Fac. Difmifs this rabbte, fir. 
What (hall I do ? I am catch'd. 

Lov. Good neighbours, 
I thank you all. You may depart. Come fir. 
You know that I am an indulgent mafter : 
And therefore conceal nothing. What's your med'cine. 
To draw fo many fevcral forts of wild fowl ? 

Fac. Sir, you were wont to affeffc mirth and wit : 
(But here's no place to talk on't i' the Itreet.) 
Give me but leave to make the beft of my fortune, 
And only pardon me th' abufe of your houfe : 
It's all I beg. I'll help you to a widow. 
In recompence, that you Ihall gi' me thanks for. 
Will make you feven years younger, and a rich one* 
'Tis but your putting on a Spanifti cloke. 
I have her within. You need not fear the houle. 
It was not vifited. 

Lov. But by me, who came 
Sooner than you expe&ed. 

Fac. It is true, fir. 
'Pray you forgive me. 

Lev. Well : let's fee your widow. 

SCENE IV. 

Subtle^ Dapper^ Facty DoL 

Sub. How ! ha' you eaten your gag ? 
Dap. Yes faith, it crumbled 
Away i* my mouth. 

Sub. You ha' fpoil'd all then. 

Dap. 
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Dap. No, 
I hope my aunt of Fairy will forgive me. 

Sub. Your aunt's a gracious lady : but in troth 
You were to blame* 

Dap. The fume did overcome me, , 
And I did do*t to ftay my (lomach. Tray you 
So fatisfie her grace. Here comes the captain. 

Fac. How now ! Is his mouth down ? 

Sub. 1 1 he has fpoken ! [done then. 

Fac. (A pox, I heard him, and you too.) He*s un- 
(I have been fain to fay, the houfe is haunted 
With fpirits, to keep churle back. 

Sub. And haft thou done it ? 

Fac. Sure, for this night. 

Sub. Why, then triumph and fing 
Of Face fo famous, the precious king 
Of prefent wits. 

Fac. Did you not hear the coil. 
About the door ? 

Sub. Yes, and I dwindled with it.) 

Fac. Shew him his aunt, and let him be difpatch'd : 
ril fend her to you. 

Sub, Well fir, your aunt her grace 
Will give you auaience prefently, on my fuit. 
And the captain's word, that you did not eat your gag 
In any contempt of her highnefs. 

Dap. Not I, in troth, fir. [Dol like ibe queen of Fairy. 

Sub. Here (he is come. Down o* your knees and wriggle : 
She has a (lately prefence. Good. Yet nearer, 
* And bid, God fave you. 

Dap. Madam. 

Sub. And your aunt. [grace. 

Dap. And my moft gracious aunt, God fave your 

• Andhiiy God save you.] That is, fay to your aunt, Godfnfve 
you: fo that the reading of the 4to. which is, God fave her, tho' it 
varies the phrafe, makes no alteration in the meaning, and requires 
no alteration of the text. 

Dol 
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Bol. Nephew, we thought to have been angry with 

you: 
But that fwcct face of yours hath turn*d the tide. 
And made it flow with joy, that ebb'd of love. 
Arife, and touch our velvet gown. 

Sub\ The fkirts> 
And kifs *em. So.' 

DoL Let me now ftroke that head. 
Much, nephew, (halt thou win; much (halt thou fpend s 
'Much'fhalt thou give away ; much fhalt thou lend* 

Sub.\%^ much \ indeed. Why do you not thank her 

[grace. 

Tiap. I cannot fpeak for joy. 

Sub. See, the kind wretch ! 
Your grace's kinfman right. 

Dol. Give me the bird. 
Here is your fly in a purfe, about your neck, coufin, 
Wear it, and feed it about this day fev'night. 
On your right wrifl: = 

Sub. Open a vein with a pin. 
And let it fuck but once a week : till then. 
You muft not look on't. 

DoL No. And, kinfman. 
Bear your felf worthy of the blood you come on. 

Sub. Her grace would ha' you eat no more Woolfack 
Nor Dagger frumetyi [pies, 

DoL Nor break his faft, 
'In. Heaven and Hell. 

Sub. She's with you every where ! 
Nor play with cottar- mongers,at mum-chance, tray-trip. 
God make you rich, (when as your aunt has done it ;) 

[but keep 

^^uh. I, MUCH iNPEED.] The pailkge (hou'd b€ thus pointed} 
/, much! indeed. 
It is an elliptical form of fpcaking, equivalent to. Much good 
may It do yoo ! and it is generally uled ironically. It has occurred, 
and been explained more than once before. 

' ^ Th« 
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The gaHant'ft company, and the bcft games — — 



Dap. Yes, fir. 
Sub. Gleek and Primero : and what you get, be true 
Dap. By this hand, I will. [to us. 

Sub. You may bring*s a thoafand pound 
Before to-morrow night, (if but three thoufand 
Be ftirring) an* you will. 
Dap. I fwear, J will then. 
Sub. Your fly will learn you all games. 
Fac. Ha* you done there ? 

Sub. Your grace will command him no more duties ? 
Dol. No : 
But come, and fee me often. I may chance 
1*0 leave him three or four hundred chefts of treafurc. 
And fome twelve thoufand acres of fairy 4and, 
If he game well, and comely, witli good gamefters. 
Sub. There's a kind aunt ! kifs her df parting part. 
But you muft fell youi torty mark a year, now. 
Dap. I, fir, I mean. 
Sub. Or, gi't away : pox on't. 
Dap. ril gi't mine aunt. I'll go and fetch the writings; 
Sub. *Tis well, away. 
fac. Where's Subtle ? 
Sub. Here. What news ? 
Fac. Drugger is at the door, go take his fuit. 
And bid him fetch aparfon, prefently : 
Say, he (hall marry the widow. Thou (halt fpend 
A hundred pound by the fervice ! Now queen Dol, 
Ha* you pack'd up all ? 
Dol. Yes. 

Fac. And how do you like 
The lady Pliant ? 

Dol. A good dull innocent. 

Sub. Herc*s your Hieronymo*s cloke, and hat. 

Fac. Give me *em. 

Sub. And the ruff too ? 

Fac. Yes, I'll come to you prefently. 

Sub. 
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Suk Now he is ^one about his projeft, Dot^ 
I told you of, for the widow. 

DoL 'Tis dircft 
Againft our articles. 

Stt^. Well, we*ll fit him, wench. 
Haft thou gullM her of her jewels, or her bracelets ? 

Vol. No, but I will do't. 

Sub. Soon at night, my Dolly^ 
When we are (hipc, and all our goods aboard^ 
Eaft-ward for RatclifT; we will turn our courfe 
To Brainford, wcftward, if thou faift the word. 
And take our leaves of this o'er-weening rafcal. 
This peremptory Face. 

Del. Content, I'm weary of him. [ing, Dol, 

Sub. Thou'ft cau(e> when the flave will run a wIt- 
Againfl theinftrument that was drawn between us. 

DoL rii pluck his bird as bare as I can. 

Sub. Sfes, tell her. 
She muft by any means addrefs fome prefent 
To th' cunning man ; make him amends for wronging 
His art with her fufpicion % fend- a ring, 
Or chain of pearl ; (he will be tortured elfe 
Extremely in her fleep, fay, and ha' ftrange things 
Come to her. Wilt thou ? 

Dol. Yes. 

Sub. My fine flitter-moufe. 
My bird o' the night ; we'll tickle it at the Pigeons^ 
When we have all, and may unlock the trunks. 
And fay, this's mine, and thine *, and thine, and rnine^ 

[They kifs. 

Fac. What now, a billing ? 

Sub. Yes, a little exalted 
In the good paflTage of our ftock-affairs. 

Fac, Drugger has brought his parfon ; take him in. 
And fend Nab back again to wafh his face. [Subtle, 

Sub. I will : and (have himfelf. 

Fac. If you can get him. 

DoL You are hot upon it. Face, whatever it is ! 

Fac. 
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Fait. A tricky that Del fhall fpcnd ten pound a 
h he gone ? [month by. 

- Sub. The chaplain waitaf jou i^ die halU fir. 

Fac. V\\ go beftow him. 

Dol. He*ll now marry her, inftandy. 

Sub. He camiot, yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol^ 
QofJUi her of all thou caiift» To deceive him 
Is no deceit, but juftice, cfa|ic would break 
Such an inextricable tye as ours was. 

DqI. Let me atone to fit him. 

Fa€. Come, my venturers. 
You ha' packt up ail ? where be the trunks ? bring fortlu 

Std^. Here. 

Fac. Let us iee 'em. Where's the money ? 

Sub. Here, J 

In this 

Fac. Mammon^s ten pound t eight fcore before. 
The brethrens money, dus. Drugger% and Dapper's* 
What paper's -that ? 

Dol. The jewel of tije waiting maid's, 
IChat ftole it from her lady, to know certain 

Fas. If f^e fliould have precedence of her miftreis ? 

Dol. Yes. 

Fac. What box is that ? 

Sub. The fiih-wives rings, I think. 
And th* ale-wives fingle money. Is't not Dol } 

DoL Yes : . and the whiftle, that d^e Tailor's wife 
Brought you to know an' her hufband were with Ward S 

Fac. We'll wet it to-motrow : and our filver-beakers. 
And tavern cups« Where be the French pecicoats. 
And girdles, and hangers ? 

Suo. Here, i' the trunk. 
And the bolts of lawn. 

Fac. Is Drugger's damafk there f 

TJ^e w^ffi/e that tie/ai/ors nuifi 



Srwghtjou to kno^w an bir hufband *weri with Warjj J He was n^ 
famous pirate of that age j of him and one Danfiker were many 
ballads, and hiftories, then wrote to entertain the people. 

Vot.lH. I And 
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And the tobacco ? 

Sub. Yc$. 

Fac. Givc.tne the keys. 

Dd. Why you the keys ! . 

iS«* No matter, Doi: becaufe 
We (hall not open 'em, before .he comes. 

Fac. *Tis true, you fliall doc opeii them, indeed : 
Nor have *em /otth. Do you fee ? not forth) Dol. 

Del. No! [mafter 

Fac. No, my fmock-rampant« The right is, my 
Knows all, has pardon'd me, and he will keep 'em ; 
Dodtor, 'tis true (you look), for all your figures ^ : 
I fent for him, indeed. Wherefore, good partners. 
Both he, and (he, be fatisfied : for here 
Determines the indenture tripartite, 
•Twixt Subtle, Dol and face. All I can do 
Is xx> help you Over the wall, o' the back-fide ; . 
Or Jend you ^ fheet to fave.your velvet gown, Dol. 
Here will be officers prefently, bethink you 
Of fome coorfe fuddenly to 'fcape the dock : 
For thither you will come elfe. Hark you, thunder; 

[Some knack. 

Sub. You are a precious fiend ! 

Off. Open the doon 

Fac. Dol, I am.ibrry for thee i'faith. But heard thou? 
It (hall go hard, but 1 will place thee fomewhere : 
Thou (halt ha' my letter to miftrefs Amo. . 
, Dol. Hang you ■ 

Fac. Or madam Ca^farean 7. 

Del 

* Do^or, ^tii true (rov look) /or ail yom-JSgrnr/J] i.e. Tern b§k 
CO Uiai-— I wrote on the margin of -my book, 

Doi: or 9 ^tis true (look yQM)for ail yotir fgures. 

Mr. UpToft 
Ti;i- correflion of Mr. Upton is cafy and ingenious, bat I judge 
unneceli'ary : you look, mcjin%you look jurprixed, and feem anwilliag 
to believe it. A finiilar expreflion occurs at the condufion of tht 
€i!e»t avowaf! j " How now, gentlemen I do you look atmc.** 

7 Thoujhalt ha* my letter to mifirefs Amo> Dol. Hamgjou ■ 

Fac. Or madam CicSARs an.] The names of two bftwds in oar 

poct*i 
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Dot. Pox upon yoiH roguCt 
Would I had but time to beat thee. 

Fac. Subtle^ 
Let's know where you fet up next : V\\ (end you 
Acuftomer, nowandthen, for old acquaintance : 
What new courfe ha* you ? 

Sub. Rogue^ rU hang.my felf : 
That I may walk a greater devil than thou. 
And haunt thee i' the flock-bed^, and the buttery* 

SCENE V. 

Lffve-mtj Officers^ Mammon^ Surfyy Face^ KaJiriU Am; 
niasr Tribulation^ Drugger^ Dame Pliant. 

Lav. What do you mean, my mafters ?^ 

Mdm. Open ypur door. 
Cheaters, bawds, conjurers. 

Of. Or we'll break it P|)en. 

Ltn;. What warrant have you ? 

Off. Warrant enough, JBr, ^oubt not* 
If you'll not open it. 

Lov. Is there an officer, there ? 

Off. Yes, two or.three for failings 

Lav. Have but patience. 
And I will open it ftraight. . 

Fac. Sir, ha* you done ? 
Is it a marriage i perfed ?. 

Lov. Yes, my brain. 

fac. Off with your ruff* and cloke then ; be your- 

Sur. Down with the door. [fcJf^ fir. 

Kaf. 'Slight, ding it open •. 

poecH djDc : tiie lad feeitis to ht mentioned in his epigrams ; 
" And madam Caifar^ gccat Proferpina^ 
** h now from homej' 7bt V^jagi. 

SKe is called madam Aufujla at the bepnnipg of this play ; the 4ta 

calls her madam Tm penal. 

• ^SHght, DING it open. 1 Break it open. Ding is iifed in the 

Scotch poets in the fame feofe ; and as Mr. Upton alfo fays, it is 

yet A» tticd in the weft of England. 

I 2 Lov. 
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Lav. Hold, 
Hold gentlemen, what imcMS this vioknce? 

Mam. \yhere is this collier ? 

Sur. And mycaptAin E^e? 

Alam. Thefe doy-owlft. 

Sur. That are birding in mens pur&$« 

Mam. Madam fupbofitOFy. 

Kaf. Doxy, my lifter. 

yina. Locufts 
Of the foul pit. 

Tri. Prophane as Bel and the dragon; [Esyp^* 

jdna. Worle than the gralhoppers, ^r th$ lice of 

Lov. Good gentlemen, nefu* me. Are ypu officers^ 
And cannot day this violence ? 

Of. Keep the peace. 

Lov. Gentlemen, what is the matter i whom do you 

Mam. The chemical cozener. £(tdc i 

Sur. And the captain panckr* 

Kaf. The nun my fumr. 

Mam. Madam Rabbi* 

^na. Scorpions, 
And caterpillars. 

Lov. Fewer at once, I pray you. 

Of. One after another, gentlemen, I drng^ fOUj 
By virtue of my ftaff • 

ytna. They are the veflels 
Of pride, luft, and the cart. 

Lov. Good zeal, lie (till, 
A little While. 
•' fri. Beace, deacon Ananias. 

Lov. The houfe is mine here, and the doors are Ofm : 
If there.be any fuch perlbns as you feek for» 
Ufe your authority, tearch on o' God's name: 
I am but newly come to town, and finding 
This tumult *bout my door (to tell you true) 
b fomewhat maz'd me ; 'till my man, here, (fearii^ 
My more difpleafure) told me he had done 

Some* 
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Somewhat an infolent part, let out mj houfe 
(Belike, prefuming on my known averfion 
From any air o* the town, while there was Scknefi) 
To adoAor, and a* emtam : who, what thdy are. 
Or where they be, he kiiows not. 

Mam. Are they gone ? [They enter. 

Lov. You may go io^ and fearch, fir. Here, I find 
The em^ walls wopfe than 1 left 'em, fmok'd^ 
A few crack'd pots, and glaffes^ and a fbrnace i 
The cdKAg filPd with poefies of the candle : 
And madam, with a dildo, writ o' the walls. 
Chily one gentlewoman, I met here. 
That is wtdxin, that faid fhe was a widow — -— 

Kaf. It tbat^s my fufter. Til go thump her. Where 

[is (he ? 

Ln. And Ihould ha* married a Spanifli count, but he. 
When he came to*t, negle&ed her fo grofly. 
That I, a widower, am gone through with hen 

^irr.How! have I loft h» then ? 

iw. Were you the don, fir? 
Good fiddi, now, fhe do's blame yo' extremely, and fays 
Tou fwore^ and toid her, you had ta'en the pains 
To dy« your beard, and umbre o'er your face, 
Borrowed a fuir, and rufi^, all for her love ; 
And then did nothing. What an over fight. 
And want of putting forward, fir, was thb V 
Well fare an old harquebuzier, yet; 
Could prime his powder, and give firfe, and hit, 
All in a tvnnkling. 

Mam. The whole neft are fled ! 

JjBV^ What fi>rt of birds were diey ? 

[Matnmon ames forth. 

Mam. A kind of ohoughs. 
Or thieiriih daws, fir, that have pickt my purle 
Of dght-fcoreand ten pounds, within theie fiv^ v^ks» 
Befide my firft materials \ and my goods. 
That lie i*the cellar, which I am glad they ha' left, 

I 3 I may 
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I may have home yet. 

Lav. Think you fo, fir ? * 

Mam. L 

Lov. By order of law, (ir, but not othcrwife. 

Mam. Not mine own ftuff ? 

Lov. Sir, I can take no knowledge. 
That they are yours, but by public means. 
If you can bring certificate, that you were gull'd of 'em^ 
Or any formal writ out of a court. 
That you did cozen your felf, I will not hold them. 

Mm* ril rather lofe 'em« 

Z^ov. That you fiiall not, fir^ 
By me, in troth. Upon thefc terms they are yours. 
What, (hould they ha' been, fir, turn'd into gold all ? 

Mam* No, 
I cannot tell. It may be they fhould. What then ? 

Lsv. What a great lofs in hope have you fuftain'd ? 

Mam. Not 1, the common-wealth has. 

Fac. I, he would ha' built 
The city new ; and made a ditch about it 
Of filver^ fiiould have run with cream from Hogfden i 
That every funday in Moor-fields, the younkers. 
And tits, and tom*boys (hould haveied on, gratis. 

Mam. I will go mount a turnep-cart, and preach 
The end o* the world, within thefe two months. Surly^ 
What ! fn a dream ? 

Sur. Mud I needs cheat my felf. 
With that fame foolifh vice of honefty \ 
I Come, let us go, and hearken out the rogues. 
^ That Face Til mark for mine, if e'er I meet hinu 
\ Fac. If I can hear of him, fir, PJl bring you word, 
\ Unto your lodging ; for in troth, they were fixangers 
To me, I thought 'em honeft as 'my fdf, fir. 

\Xbiy ^mefartb. 

^rL 'Tis well, the faints fiiall not lofe all yet. Go, 
And get fome carts 

L§v. 
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Ijivt. For what, my zealous friends ? 

Ana. To bear away the portion of the righteous 
- Qut of this den of thieves. 

LorOk What is that portion ? 

Am. The goods fometimes the orphans, that the bre- 
Bought with their filver pence. [thren 

Lav. What, thofc i* the cellar. 
The knight fir Mammon claims ? 

Ana. I do defie 
The wicked Mammon, fo do all the brethren. 
Thou prophane man, I alk thee with what confciehce 
Thou canft advance that idol againft us. 
That have the feal ? were not die fliillings numbred^ 
That made the pounds ? were not the pounds told out. 
Upon the fecona day of the fourth week. 
In the eighth month, upon the table dormant. 
The year of the laf): patience of the faints. 
Six hundrid and ten ? 

Ijbv. Mine earneft vehement botcher. 
And deacon alfo, I cannot difpute with you; 
But if you get you not awav the fooner, 
I ihall confute you with a cuagel. 

Ana. Sir. 

?V/. Be patient, Ananias* : 

Ana. I am (trong. 
And will ftand up, well mrt, againft an hoft. 
That threaten Gad in exue. 

hav. I Ihall fend you 
To Amfterdam to your cellar. 

Ana. I will pray there, 
Againfl thy boufe ; may dogs defile thy walls, ^ 
And walps and hornets breed beneath thy roof, 
.This (eat of fallhood, and this cave of coz*n^« 

him. Another too k 

Dru. Not I, fir, I am no brother. 

\Bruggtr enters^ and hi hats trim aw^4 
I 4 Xw. 
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Lov: Away you Harry Nic^Hblas, do ymi talk • ? 
Pac; No, th!s was AW Druggen Good flr^ go. 

And fatisfy him ; .tell him all is done : 

He ftaid too long a waQiing of hii htt. 

The doftor, he (hall he^r ot him at Weft:didfcr j 

And of the captain» tell binn, at TariAooth; or 

Some good port-town elfe, lyirtg for a witid. 

If you can get qfifthe angry i^ild, now, fir-^— 

Kaf. Come on,, you dwe, you have m^tchM moA 
fWeetly; ha you pat r ' {Tc his^er^ 

Did not I fay, f w.6uld never ha* you tiipt 
But by a cfubb'd boyj, to mal^e you a lady-tbm ? 
'Slight, you are a ma^met ! 0« I could touie you, haw« 
Peath, mun* you marry with a poK ? 

Ldv, Toulie, boy, 
As found as you : and 1 ^m afhrehatnd with yon. 

Jdf/i Anon? 

Lov. ComCf will yotr quarre) ? I w!l) fdae you^ fif 
Why do ybu not buckle to your tools ? [fah^. 

Kaf. God's lisht! 
This is a fine old boy; ase^crlfk^! 

Lev* What do you change your copy noW ? praceed^ 
Here ftands my dove 3 ftoop at her if you dare. 

J&/ 'Slight. I muft love him ! I cannot chufc> i^fiptK! 
An' 1 fhould b* hang'd for't. Sufftei-, I protcft, 
I honour thee for this match, 

Lov. O, doyoufo, fir?. 

Kjof. Yes, an' thou canft take tob^krcb, and (|f i^k. i^M 

. [Boy, 
1*11 give her llvt hundred poand liiore ta fiet mirrti^. 



Cnthufiaft, . and author of the fed calledtho iwf^ of Itf>ve. See 
ST&y?B'8 Jwmals tf^umEIixab^ ^ t9d1. p. 506. 

■ .. 1>V. Gret. 

»• /4<;fj? PEiZB^tt,/rr«A',} 111 i^kir.yoti ^ the word is common 

In oar oM authom^ aaa> ai Mt Upton adds^ ftiU ufed in tho weft ol 
tfiglaftd. 

Than 
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Than her own ftate. 

Lov. Fill a pipe full, Jeremy. 

Fac. YeSt but go in, and take it, fir. 

Ijov. Wc will. 
I will be rurd by thee in any thing, Jeremy. 

£{/!'Slight, thou ar^not hide-bound I thou art a jovy 
Cbme let's in, I pr'y thee, and uke our whiffs, [boy ; 

Loo,. Whiff in with your filler, brother boy. That 
That had received fuch happinefs by a fervant, [matter 
In fuch a widow, and with fo much wealth. 
Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 
A little ii>dtdgent to diat fervant's wit. 
And help his fortune, though with fome fmall ftrain 
Of his own candour. Therefore, gentlemen. 
And kind fpe£btors, if I have outftript 
An old man's gravity, or ftriA canon, think 
What a young wife, and a good brain may do : 
Stretch age's truth fometimes, and crack it too. 
Speak for thy felf, knave, 

Fac. So I will, fir. Gentlemen, 
My part a little fell in this laft fcene. 
Yet 'twas decorum "• And though I am clean 
Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol, 
Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all 
With whom I traded ; yet I put my ielf 
On you that are my country : and diis pelf. 
Which I have got, if you do quit me, refts 
To feaft you often, and invito new guefts. 

" My part a little fell in tUi laft [cem^ 
Tet'^tnvas DECORUM.] i.e. luitable to theilMiirtMof chanAer. 
The cataftrophe of the play is well managed, and the difcoveiy of 
the whole not injudicioufly contrived. Our poet CQfdd i)Ot help tdt<« 
ing his audience he thought fo too. 
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TQ THE 

Great Example of Honour and Virtue^ 

The Moft NoBLB 

• - * 

I 

WILLIAM, 

Earl of Pembro{:e. Lord 

I 

QnttriberWo, $ec. 



MY LORD, 

IN fo thick and dark an ignofance, as now al« 
moft covers the age, I crave leave to ftand 
near your light, and by that to be read. Poi^ 
terity may pay your benefit the honour and thanks^ 
when it (hall know, diat you dare, in thefe Jig'* 
given times, to countenance a le^timate Poem; 
I call it fo, againft all noife of opinion } from 
whofe crude and airy reports, I appeal to the 
great and fingular faculty of judgment in your 
lordfhip, able to vindicate truth from error. It is 
the firft (of this race) that ever I dedicated to 

any 



DEDICATION. 

any perfon *; and had I not diought it the beft, 
It (hould have been taught a lefs ambidon. Now 
it approachedi yoijr ttofuK (^earfuUy^ and with 
die fame aflurance dut innocency would appear 
before a. nasii 







-b 



Your Lordfhip's moil 

Faithful Honourer, 

I •«i*- —^ •*•• -•« • » .« 

* ' I 

"ben.^jonson. 
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^ It is ibi ^Jt (of this rati) that siwr I icfieatid to mj 
piffat.] Meamiie/llis fifft tn^e4y>W4be ^ejmm^ the' firft 
aAed and prinm in 16659' ^Xo'^ was 'publifhed without any 
dedication. The pre&oe which here foUoW8> I have added 
fiwn the 4(0 edition of diisphy in 1635. 
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TO TRB 

READBB, in ORDINARY. 

TH E mufes Jbrbid that « I Ihould reftrain your 
medling, whom I fee already bi|fy with^ the title 
and tricking over the leaves : it is your own, . I depart- 
ed with my right, when I let it firft abroad ; and now^ 
fo fecuir an interpreter I am of my cliance, that neither 
praife nor difpraife from yon can affeft me, Tho' you 
commend the two firft aas, with the people, becaufe 
they are the worft ; and diflike the oration of Cicero, ia 
regard you read fome pieces of it at fchool, and under- 
ft^d them not yet } I (hall find the way to forgive you* 
Be any thmg you will be at your own charge. Would 
I had defenrd but half fp well of it .in tranflation, as 
that ought to delerve of you in judgnjent, if you have 
any. I know you will pretend, whofoever you are, to 
have that, and more. But all preterifions are' not juft 
claims. The commendation of good things may fall 
within a many, the approbation but. in a few.; for 
the moft ^commend out of afiedion, jfelf-ticlding, aa 
eafinefs, or imicaiipn : but men judg^ only out of 
knowledge. That is the trying faculty. And to thofe 
works that will bear a judge, nothing is more dangerous 
than a foolifli praife. . You will fay, I (hail not have 
yours therefore ; but rather the contrary, aU vexation 
of cenfure. If I were not' zhovt fuch ni6Ie(btions 
now, I had great caufir to think unworthily of my ftu- 
dies, or they had fo of me; But I l^ave you to your 
exercife. , Begin. 

To THE RE>D£R SXTRAORDIKikRV., 

You I would underftand to be the better man,, though 
places in court go otherwi(e : to you I fubmit myj^f 
and work. Farewcl. 

BEN. JONSON.* 

ft 

* This addrefi to the reader, taken from the 4(0 edicion of this 
play, is again fet in its proper place. It has too moch merit, and ic 
fo corioas a pattern of foothing a reader*s prejudices* that it oug}it, 
by no means to be loft or forgotten. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 

SyUa's Gbojl. 

DOST chou not feel me, Rome i not yet ? is night 
So heavy on thee, and my weight fo light ' i 
Can Sylla's ghoft arife within thy walls 
Le(s threatening, than an earthquake, the quick falls 
Of thee and thine ? Shake not the frighted heads 
Of thy ftcep towVs ? or Ihrink to their firft beds i 
Ovj as their ruin the largp Tyber fills, 
Make that fwell up, and drown thy feven proud hills ? 
What fleep is this doth feize thee fo like death, 
And is not it ? wake, feel her in my breath : 
Behold 1 come, fent from the Stygian founds 

* Doft thou Mfeet mt^ Rami ? M^iyH f it nigti 

So beofuy on tbot^ and i9^ lueigbt /o light ?"] The poet opens his pit/ 
with the ghoft of Sylla : thid is an imitation of SenecA*s Thyeftes^ 
Id which the ghoft of Tantalus appears, attended by the faries. 
Perhaps this firft fcene ought raher to be confidered as a prologue* 
There are other tnftances in the antient dramatic writers, where 
thtfe (hadowy beings are introduced in the beginning of a play. 
I'he prologue to the Aulnlaria of Plautus is fpoke bv the eod Lar i 
and, what is exU6Uy to our purpofe, ifi the ffecula of Eutipiiu, 
Che ghoft of Polydortts is the nrft fpeaker in the tragedy. 

Vot. III. K At 
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As a dire vapour that had cleft the ground % 
T' ingender with the Qight, and blaft the day $ 
Or like a pcftilcncc that fliould difplay 
Infedtion through the world : which thus I do. 

[Di/covers Catiline in bisjludf. 
Pluto be at thy counfels, and into 
Thy darker bofom enter Sylla's Ipirit : 
All that was mine, and bad, thy bread inherit. 
Alas, how weak is that for Catiline ! 
Did I but fay (vain voice !) all that viras mine ? 
All that the Gracchi, Cinna, Marius would, 
What now, had I a body again, I could. 
Coming from hell, what fiends would wifli fhould be. 
And Hannibal could not have wifti'd to fee. 
Think thou, and praftife. Let the long-hid feeds 
Of treafon in thee now fhoot forth in deeds 
Ranker than horror ; and thy former fads 
Not fall in mention, but to urge new a£ls : 
Confcience of them provoke thee on to more : 
Be dill thy incefts, murders, rapes before 
Thy fenfe ; thy forcing firft a veftal nun ; 
Thy parricide, late, on thy own only fon ', 
After his mother, to make empty way 
* For thy laft wicked nuptials ; worfe than they 
That blaze that aft of thy inceftuous life. 
Which got thee at once a daughter and a wife. 
I leave the (laughters, that thou didfl: for me, 

* Behold I come, fentfrom the Stygian found, 

As a dire 'vapour, that had cleft the ground."} This is from Seneca s 
^ ' ■■ Mittor, ut dirui mapor 

Teilure rufta, fvil grantem populu luem 
Sparfura peflis. Tbyefh ver. 87. 

■ Thy forcing frjt a 'Vejlal nun ; 

^^hy parricide^ late, on thy oivn o:iLY Jbn.} This priejlefs of Vcfta, 
dcHIed b>[ Catiline; is faid to have been a filler of Tully. lie killed 
his fon, in order tjp xnake room for his miftrefs Aurelia Oreftilla ; 
the 4to. reads thine o*wn natural fon ; the leflion I follow^ is that of 
the«ldeft folio, which I think the moH exnphatical. 

Of 
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Of feiiators i for which, I hid for thee 

Thy murder of thy brother^ (being fb brib'd) 

And writ him in the lift of my proicrib'd 

After thy faft, to fave thy little fliamc : 

Thy inceft with thy (ifter, I not name ; 

Thefe are too light : fi^te will have thee, purine 

Deeds, after which no milchief can be new { 

The ruin of thy country : thou wert built 

For fuch a work, and born for no lefs guilt. 

What though defeated once thou^ft been» and knowa^ 

Tempt it again : that is thy aft, or none. . 

What all the feveral ills that vifit earth, 

(Brought forth by night with a finifter birth) 

Plagues, famine, fire, could not reach unto, 

The fword, nor furfeits ; let thy fury do : 

Make all paft, prefent, future ill thine own ; 

And conquer all example in thy one. 

Nor let thy thought find any vacant time 

To hate an old, but Hill a frefher crime 

Drown the remembrance : let not mifchicf ceafe» 

But while it is in punifhing, increafc ^i 

Confcience and care die in thee -, and be free 

Notheav'n itfelf from thy impietv : 

Let night grow blacker with thy plots, and day. 

At (hewing but thy head forth, ftart away 

From this half-fphere; and leave Rome*s blinded walls 

T* embrace lufts, hatreds, flaughters, funerals, 

And not recover fight till their own flames 

Do light them to their ruins. All the names 

Let not mij chief ceafe. 



But ivbi/e i/N// in funijhini^ increafe!\ Thefe, wi(h the preceding 
and following verfes, are tranflatcd likewife from Seneca : 
— — — — liec *vacet cuiquam vetus 
Odijfe crimen ; femfer 01 iatur novum ; 
Nee unum in uno ; dumque punitur fcelus 

Crefcat. __ ■ ■ ■ 

Jufque omne pereat ; nonfit a *vej}ris f^alii 
Immufie c/rlum ■ ■ 

Nox atrafiat. txeidat calo dies. 

K 2 Of 
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Of thy confederates too be no kfs great . 

In heil than here : that when we would repeat 

Our ftrengths in mufter, we may name you all. 

And furies upon you for furies call. 

Whilft what you do may ftrike them into fears^ 

Or make them grieve, and wifh your mifchief theirs. 

SCENE IL 

CatiUne folus. 

Cat. It is decreed. Nor fliall thy fate, O Rome» 
Refift my vow. Tho* hills were fct on hills. 
And feas met feas to guard thee, I would through : 
rd plough up rocks, fteep as the Alps, in dull ; 
And lave the Tyrrhene waters into clouds % 
But I would reach thy head, thy head, proud city f 
The ills that I have done cannot be fafe 
But by attempting greater ; and I feel 
A fpirit within me chides my fluggifli hands. 
And fays, they have been innocent too long;. 
Was I a man bred great as Rome herfelf ? 
One form'd for all her honours, all her gI(H'ies ? 
Equal to all her titles ; that could ftand 
Clofe up with Atlas, and fuftain her name 
As ftrong as he doth heaven ? and was I, 
Of all her brood, marked out for the repulfc 
By her no- voice, when I ftood candidate 
To be commander in the Fontick war ? 
I will hereafter call her ftepdaniie ever : 
If (he can lofe her nature, I can lofe 
My piety ; and in her ftony entrails 
Dig me a feat ; where I will live again^ 
The labour of her womb, and be a burden 
Weightier than all the prodigies and monilers 
That (he hath teem'd with, fince (he firft knew Mars. 

SCENE 
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SCENE m. 

Catiline^ AureUa» 

Cat. Who's there ? 

Aur. *Tis I. 

Cat. Aurelia? 

Aur. Yes. 

Cat. Appear, 
And break like day, my beauty, to this circle : 
Upbraid thy Phoebus,' that he is fo lonK 
In mounting to that point, which fliould give thee 
Thy proper fplendour. Wherefore frowns my fweet ? 
Have I too long been abient from thefe lips, 

[He kijfetb them. 
This cheek, thefe eyes ? what is my trefpals ? fpealc 

Aur. It feems you know, that can accufe your felf. 

Cat. I will redeem it. 

Aur. Still you fay fo. When ? 

Cat. When Oreltilla, by her bearing well 
Thefe my retirements, and ftoln times for thought, 
Shall give their eflFeAs leave to call her queen 
Of all the world, in place of humbled Rome* 

Aur. You court me now. 

Cat. As I would always, love. 
By this ambroliack kifs, and this of nedar, 
Wouldft thou but hear as gladly as I fpeak. 
Could my Aurelia think I meant her lefs ; 
When, wooing her, I firft removed a wife. 
And then a fon, to make my bed and houfe 
Spacious and fit t* embrace her ? thefe were deeds 
Not t* have begun with, but to end with more 
And greater : He that, building, ftays at one 
Floor, orthefecond, hath eredted none. 
*Twas how to raife thee I was meditating ; 
To make fome aft of mine anfwer thy love : 
That love, that when my ftate was now quite funk^ 

K 3 Came 
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Came with thy wealth, and weigh'd it up again. 
And made my emergent fortune once more look 
Above the main } which now (hall hit the ilars. 
And ftick my Oreftilla there amongft 'em. 
If any tempeft can but make the billow. 
And ajiy billow can but lift her greatnefs. 
But I muft pray my love, (he will put on 
Like habits with my felf. I have to do 
With many men, and many natures^ Some 
That muft be blown and footh*d j as Lentulus, 
Whom I have heav*d with magnifying his blood. 
And a vain dream out of the Sybils books. 
That a third man of that great family 
Whereof he is defcended, the Cornelii, 
Should be a king in Rome : which I have hir'd 
The flattVing augurs to interpret him, 
Cinna and Sylla dead. Then bold Cethegus, 
Whofe valour I have turn'd into his poifon. 
And prais'd fo into daring, as he would 
Go on upon the gods, kifs lightning, wreft 
The engine from the Cyclops, and give fire 
At face of a full cloud, and ftand his ire. 
When I would bid him move. Others there are. 
Whom envy to the ftate draws, and puts on 
For contumelies received, (and fuch are fure ones) 
As Curius, and the forenam'd Lentulus, 
Both which have been degraded in the fenate. 
And muft have their difgraces ftill new rubb'd. 
To make *cm fmart, and labour of revenge. 
Others whom mere ambition fires, and dole 
Qf provinces abroad, which they have feign*d 

5 ■■ I have to do 

With many mtn^ and mnny naturisl\ The following defcription }• 
artful i^ the poet, to let us into the true charaAers of the feveral 
conijpirators, and prepare us for their appearance. It is perfeAly 
coaionant likewifa to hifloric truth ; and is only a poetical tranfla^i 
tion of what Salluft himfelf hath givpn us iA (h^ introdi\£lioii to hia 
hiilory of Catilitu'i Con/hiracy. 
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To their crude hopes, and I as amply promised : . 
Thefe, Lecca, Vargunteius, Beftia, Autronius. 
Some whom their wants opprefs, as th* idle captains 
Of Sylla's troops : and divers Roman knights 
(The profufe wafters of their patrimonies) 
So threatened with their debts, as they will now 
Run any defp'ratc fortune for a change. 
Thefe tor a time we mull relieve, Aurelia, 
And make our houfe their fafeguard : like for thofe 
That fear the law, or (land within her gripe. 
For any a6t pad, or to come. Such will 
From their own crimes be fadious, as from ours. 
*Some more there be, flight airlings, will be won 
With dogs and horfes, or perhaps a whore ; 
Which muft be had : and if they venture lives 
For us, Aurelia, we muft hazard honours 
A little. Get thee ftore and change of women. 
As I have boys; and give 'em time and place. 
And all connivence : be thy felf, too, courtly ^^ 
And entertain, and feaft, (it up, and revel ; '^^ 
Call all the great, the fair, and fpirited dames' 
Of Rome about thee : and begin a fafliion 
Of freedom and community. Some will thank thee, 
Tho' the four fenate frown, whofe heads muft ake 
In fear and feeling too. We muft not fpare 
Or coft or modefty. It can but fhew 
Like one of Juno's, or of Jove's difguifes. 
In either thee or me : and will as foon. 
When things fucceed, be thrown by, or let fall, 
As is a veil put off, a vifor chang'd. 
Or the fcene ftiifted in our theatres — \A noife without* 
Who's that ? It is the voice of Lentulus. 
Jur. Or of Cethegus, 

* Some mort there he^Jlight airlings.] Air lings ii an expreiUve 
word, and very [fignificandy denotes the levity and impotem^of 
mind in moft of the confpiraton. But Mr. I'heobald, diffiitls^d 
with the wordy and probably induced by the following terms, prt 
poleth bireRngs as the juftcr reading. 

K 4 Cat. 
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Cat. In, my fair Aurelia, 

And think upon thefe arts. They muH- :,^f f: e 
How far you're trufted with thefe privacl^^ ; 
The' on their (boulders, necks, and heads yc : rife. 

S C E N E IV. 

Lentulus^ Cetbegus^ Catiline. 

Lint. * It is, methinks, a morning full of fate ! 
It rifeth flowly, as her fuUen car 
Had all the weights of fleep and death hung at it \ 
She is not rofie-finger'd, but fwoln black ! 
Her face is like a water tvirn'd to blood. 
And her fick head is bound iibout with clouds. 
As if ihe threatened night 'ere noon of day ! 
It does not look as it would have a hail 
Or health wifli'd in it, as on other moms. 

Cet. Why, all the fitter, Lentulus : our coming 
Is not for falutation, we have bufineis. 

Ca/.Said nobly, brave Cethegus, Whcre'$ Autronius? 

Cet. Is he not come ? 

Cat. Not here. 

Cet. Nor Varguntelus ? 

Cat. Neither. 

Cet. A fire in their beds and bolbms. 
That fo will ferve their floth rather than virtue. 
They are no Romans, and at fuch high need 
As now. 

Len. Both they, Longinus, Leeca, Curius^ 
Fulviufi, Gabinius, gave me word laft night, 
By Lucius Beftia, they would all be here, 
And early. 

Cet. Yes : as you, had I not callM yoa. 

* Leat. // is, methinks^ a morning full ^fati /I Lentalns is be* 
fore defcribcd as much addicted to fuperfbtion^ and the obiervanct 
of omens ; this remark therefore upon the blacknefs of the mornings 
could not bare proceeded with equal propriety from the mouth tX 
jpay other. The beginnine of Mr. Addilon^s C<U0 hath a great ii- 
inilitude to this fpeech of Lentulos, which almoft induccth one tQ 
iffiagine it a ^py from Our fOeC* 

Comt 
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Come we all deep, and are mere dormice ; flies 
A little lefs than dead : more dulnefs hangs 
On us than on the morn. We're fpirit-bound v 
In ribs of ice ; our whole bloods are one ftone ; 
And honour cannot thaw us, nor our wants, 
Tho' they burn hot as fevers to our ftates« 

Cat. I mufe they would be tardy at an hour 
Of fo great purpofe. 

Cet. If the gods had calPd 
Them to a purpofe, they would juft have come 
With the fame tortoife fpeed ; that are thus flow 
To fuch an a£tion, which the gods will envy. 
As aiking no lefs means than all their powVs, 
Conjoined, t'cffedt. I would have feen Rome burnt 
By this time, and her a(hes in an urn : . 
The kingdom of the fenate rent afunder ; 
And the degenVate talking gown run frighted 
Out of the air of Italy* 

Cat. Spirit of men ! 
Thou heart of our great enterprife ! how much 
I love thcfe voices in thee ! 

Cet. O, the days 
Of SylU*s fway, when the free fword took leave 
To z& all that it would ! 

Cat. And was familiar 
With entrails, as-our augurs. 

Cet, Sons killM fathers, 
Brothers their brothers. 

Cat. And had price and praiie. 
All hate had licence given it, all rage reins ^ 

Cet. 

• AllhaU had KceHii ghen it j all rage RiiQv^D.] A% this line is 
perfectly good fenfc, the resider perhaps may not fee any aeceffity for 
altering Che text ; but as there is a difFereot reading in the oldeft 
tblioy ^d a reading 1 think far more poetical and nervoos, I am 
inclined to give it the preference. In that copy the verfe ftandt 
thos : Jill bate hod licence gi^en it ; all rage raines, 
Thefam^ is continued in the edition of 1640. The fucceeding 
f4itor in 1692 took the word rainej to be a rtrb, and perceiving it 

iscoiu 
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Cet. Slaughter beftrid the ftreets, and ftretcht himfdf 
To feem more huge ; whiUl to his ftained thighs 
The gore he drew flow'd up, and carried down 
Whole heaps of limbs and bodies throu^ his arch. 
No age was fpar'd, no fex. 

Cat. Nay, . no degree. 

Cet. Not infants in the porch of life were free. 
The fick, the old, that could but hope a day 
Longer by nature's bounty, not let ftay. 

inconfiftent in point of grammatical cottftraftion with the preced- 
iag fcDCence, he altered it to the verb reign' d^ which the fenie Teem- 
ed to require ; and this reading was copied in the laft edition of 
1716. Bot the true le£Uon is the fubftantive reins, as it now flands in 
the text : the image is a claflical and bold profopopeia, taken from 
a horfe with the reins thrown loofe upon his neck, who exults at 
large without the leaft lenfe ol- controcd or reftraint. One may take 
occafionfrom hence, toobferve the crreatuncertainqf of conjedural 
criticifm ; and how eafy it is to be miued by the fimilitude of (bunds, 
to adopt a word or meaning that was never intended by the author. 
And this will often be the cafe, even with the moft judicious critics, 
where an equivocal word occurring (hall either improve or debafe 
the fentiment, according to the fenfeit is taken in. An inftance of 
this kindoccurrs to me in Beaumont and Fletcher ; and I believe that 
I fhall give no offence to the ingenious Mr. Seward, by obferving 
that an .ambiguity of expreffion induced him to jn-opofe a cor« 
reftion, where none was wanting. La-writ^abofiagSampfon, the 
ndvocate, fays thus : 1 



4C 
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Avaunt, thou buckram budget of petitions. 
Thou fpittle of lame caufes- ** 



Mr. Seward remarks, that to call a petty -fogger a perfon fpit out 
of lame caufes, feems vary diff ; and as the common cant term 
jpiitter is fo near the face of the letters, there can be little doubt of 
its being the original. But I apprehend, with fubmiffion, ihzt/pitiU 
is the original word; and it gives us a very humouroos idea: 
/pittle, in that author^s age, was the fame with what is now more 
nfually called an hofpital ; and to call the wrangling lawyer a /piti/g 
0/ lame eau/es, is intimating, with true comic humour, that his prac- 
tice was made up of nothing but mean and beggarly caufes, which 
BO other man of the profeflion would be concerned in. I have men- 
tioned this inftance only as it confirms the refledtion made above i 
that the beft critics may be eafily deceived, where the expreffion 
inll admit of two meanings equally confiftent with common fenfe. 

Virgins^ 
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Virgins, and widows, matrons, pregnant wives. 
All died. 

Cat. *Twas crime enough, that they had lives ^. 
To ftrike but only thofe that could do hurt. 
Was dull and poor. Some fell to make the number. 
As fome the prey. ^ 

Cet. The rugged Charon fainted. 
And afk'd a navy, father than a boat. 
To ferry over the fad world that came : 
The maws and dens of beafts could not receive 
The bodies that thofe fouls were frighted from ; 
And ev'n the graves were fill'd with men, yet living, 
Whofe flight and fear had mix'd them with the dead. 

Cai, And this (hall be again, and more, and more ! 
Now Lentulus, the third Cprnelius, 
Is to (land up in Rome. 

LenL Nay, urge not that 
Is lb uncertain. 

Cai. How? 

Lent. I mean, not clear*d. 
And therefore not to be reflected on. 

Cat. The Sybils leaves uncertain ? or the comments 
Of our grave, deep, divining men not clear i 

7 All£*d, Cat. *7wAf crimi nought that they had li'vesJ] This de- 
fcripcion of oatraseoiu craelty, which triamphed in the days of 
Sylla, is borrowed from Lucan, who gives us this accoant of the 
barbarities exercifed by Marias and his fa^on. 

^tdifuit iJle dies. Mart us quo ftuenia 'uiSior 

Corrhult f quantoque gradu morsfa^a cucurrtt T 

Nobiktas cum plebt pent : lattque vagatur 

Enfis } Ut a nullo revocatum efi pedor^ftrrum : 

Stat enter in templh^ multaque ruhentia c^de 

Lubrica faxa madini : nulli Jua profuit atas. 

Non/enis extremum pigutt *vtrgentibus annis 

Pracipitaffe diem ; nee prima in limne liitet 

Infantis miferi nafcentia rumperefaia* 

Crimne quo parvi cadem potior 9 mereri f 

Scd/atij efijampoffemwi, Lucan> lib. a^ 
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Len. All prophecies you know fuffer the torture. 

Cat. But this already hath confefs*d, without ^ 
And fo been weighed, examined, and compared, ' 
As 'twere malicious ignorance in him 
Would faint in the belief. 

Len. Do you believe it ? 

Cat. Do I love Lentulus, or pray to fee it ? 

Len. The augurs all are conftant, I am meant. 

Cat. They had loft their fcience elfe, 

Len. They count from Cinna. 

Cat. And Sylla next, and fo make you the third \ 
All that can fay the fun is ris*i:i, muft think it. 

Len. Men mark me more of late, as I come forth. 

Cat, Why, what can they do lefs ? Cinna and Sylla 
Are fet and gone ; aifd we muft turn our eyes 
On him that is and ihines. Noble Cethegus, 
But view him with me, here ! He looks already 
As if he flior>k a fccptre o*er the fenate. 
And theaw'd purple dropped their rods and axes : 
'1 he ftatues melt again, and houftiold gods 
In groans confefs the travail of the city : 
The very walls fweat blood before the change i 
And ftones ftart out to ruin, e're it comes. 

Cet. But he, and we, and all are idle ftill. 

Len. 1 am your creature, Scrgius ; and whatever 
The great Cornelian name (hall win to be. 
It is not augury, nor the Sybils books. 
But Catiline that makes it. 

Cat. I am (hadow 
To honoured Lentulus, and Cethegus here. 
Who are the heirs of Mars. 

Cet. By Mars himfelf^ 
Catiline is more my parent ; for whofe virtue 
Earth cannot make a ihadow great enough. 
Though envy (hould come too. O, there they are. 
Now we ihall talk more^ though we yet do nothing. 

\r0 
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[TV item.} Auiromus^ Vargunieius^ LenpnuSf Curius^ 
Leccaj Beftia^ Fulvius^ Gahimus^ (^c. 

Aut. Hail, Lucius Catiline. 

Var. Hail, noble Scrgius. 

Lon. Hail, Publius Lentulus* 

Cur. Hail, the third Cornelius. 

Lee. Caius Cethegus, hail. 

Cet. Hail, (loth and words» 
Inftead of men and fpirits. 

Cat. Nay, dear Caius— 

Cet. Are your eyes yet u^Ieel'd ? dare they look day 
In the full face ' ? 

Cat. He*s zealous for th* affair. 
And blames your tardy coming, gentlemen. 

Cet. Unlefs we had fold ourfelves to fleep and ea(e. 
And would be our flaves flaves— 

Cat. Pray you forbear. 

Cet. The north is not fo (lark and cold. 

Cat. Cethegus — 

Bef. We fliall redeem all if your fire will let us. 

Cat. You are too full of lightning, noble Caius. 
Boy, fee all doors be (hut, that none approach us 
On this part of the houfe. Go you, and bid 

' Cet. Are your eyes yet unfteVd f dare they look day 
In the fVLi* FACs ?1 The old editions have it, 
«^ . ■ bare they look day 

In the ixiM/ace T 
Mr. Seward, diiTatis^d with the epithet duU^ coojedarally fubfti- 
tttted full^ which is alfo the reading of th^ lafl edition. Tho' the 
day, fays he, had been before defcribed black and ominous, and 
therefore the fenfe may be, dare you look entenfuch a day as th'n in 
the fate? yet the natural uunt of Cethegus taking his metaphor 
from a hawkjull nnfeerd, is, 

I Dare you look d4ry 
In the full face t 
For my own part, 1 have no obje^ion to the word< dull fact » tho* 
I have retained the^text as 1 found it. 

The 
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■ 

The prieft, he kill the flave I markM laft night, 
And bring me of his bloody when 1 fhall caJl him : 
Till then, wait all without. 

Var. How is% Autronius ? 

Jut. liOnginus? 

Lon. Curius ? 

Cur. Lecca? 

Var. Feel you nothing ? 

Lon. A ftf ange unwonted horror doth invade me, 
I know not what it is ! 

Lee. The day goes back, 
Or elfe my fenfes I 

Cur. As at Atreus' feaft { 

[A darknefs comes over tbeplact. 

Ful. Darknefs grows more and more ! 

Len. The veftal flame, I think, be out. 

Gai. What groan was that ? 

[A groan of matiy people is beard underground, 

Cet. Our phant'fics : 
Strike fire out of our felves, and force a day. 

Jut. Again it founds ! 

Bef. As all the city gave it ! 

Cet, We fear what ourfelves feign. ' 

Var. What light is this ? [J fiery light appeart. 

Cur. Look forth. 

Len. Itftill grows greater ! 

Lee. From whence comes it ? 

Lon. A bloody arm it is, that holds a pine 
Lighted, above the capitol ! and now 
It waves unto us ! 

Cat. Brave, and ominous ! 
Our enterprifc is feaPd. 

Cet. In fpite of darknefs. 
That would difcounltcnance it. Look no more ; 
We lofc time and our felves. To what we came for. 
Speak, Lucius, we attend you. 

Cat. 
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Cat. Nobleft Romans % 
If you were iefs, or that your faith and virtue 
Did not hold good that title, with your blood, 
I Ihould not now unproiitably fpend 
My felf in words, or catch at empty hopes 
By airy ways, for folid certainties. 
But fince in many, and the greateft dangers, 
I (till have known you no lels true than valiant. 
And that I tafte in you the fame affedions. 
To will or nil], to think things good or bad. 
Alike with me, (which argues your firm friendfliip) 
I dare the boldlier, with you, fet on foot. 
Or lead unto this great and goodlieft a£tion« 
What I have thought of it afore, you all 
Have heard apart. I then exprefs'd my zeal 
Unto the glory ; now, the need inflames me. 
When I forethink the hard conditions 
Our ftates muft undergo, except in time 
We do redeem our fclves to liberty, t 
And break the iron yoke forg'd for our necks ; 
For what lefs can we call it, when we fee 
The common-wealth engrofs'd fo by a few. 
The giants of the ftate, that do by turns 
Enjoy her, and defile her ? all the earth. 
Her kings and tetrarchs are their tributaries ; 
People and nations pay them hourly ftipend^ ; 
The riches of the world flow to their cofiers. 
And not to Rome's. While (but thofe few) the reft, 
However great we are, honcft, and valiant. 
Are herded wich the vulgar, and fo kept, 
As we were only bred to confume corn. 
Or wear out wool ; to drink the cicy*s watery] 

9 Cat. Nobleft Romans, 

If you iJuere lefs^ ^^ th -it your fa 'th and 'viriui 

Did not hold good that title, ^f.] This fpeech of Catiline is In 
general a tranHadon of his fpccch in Sallufl, and exprefs'd wich 
gres^ decorum and fpiric. 

Un- 
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UngracM, without authority, or mark i 
Trembling beneath their rods t to whom, if all 
Were well in Rome, we fliouid come forth bright axe»'^ 
All places, honours, offices are theirs, 
Or where they will coiffer 'em 2 they leave us 
The dangers, the repulfes, judgments, wants i 
Which how long will you bear, moft valiant fpirits ? 
Were we not better to fall once with virtue. 
Than draw a wretched and di(honour*d breath. 
To lofe with (hame,when thefe mens pride will laugh? 
I call the faith of Gods and men to queftion,. 
The power is in our hands, our bodies ablCf 
Our minds as ftrong i o' the contrary, in them - 
All things grown aged, with their wealth and years : 
There wants but only to begin the bufinefs. 
The iflue is certain. ^ 

Lcn. On, ^ 

Of. Let us go on "• 

Cur. Bef. Go on, brave Sergius. 

Cai. It doth ftrike my foul, 
(And who can 'fcape the ftroke, that hath a foul, 

*^ Tnmi/iMg beneath their rtis: t9 whem^ if ali 

Were *weil in Reme^ 'weJbouU tome forth hright axes^ The ori'^ 
ginal isjine gratia ^ fine auQorttatey hij ehnoxii fnitus, JS rejfuhiic^ 
ntaleret^ formidini ejjemut. Our poet hath preferved the fentimenc^ 
and given it a very ingenious turn ; the allafion is to the confurs 
fafces, or rods, in which the ax was bound op. 

■■ Cet. Lon. 0», Ut us go an, "] A very great beauty is hereloA : 
two characters totally different are confounded into one, by mif- 
placinp; the fpeakers. Longinus fhonld only, as the reft afterwards 
do, bid Catiline proceed in his fpeech : and the fury of Cetheguf 
catches the word, and without hearing more would rofh into a^ion^ 
I read therefore. Long. On. Cet. Letmge m.— The reft join with 
Longinus, and Catiline proceeds. With this change it is a very 
fpirited, as well as neceftary paufc to the length of the fpeech. 

Mr. SewAR0« 
This correflion is fo very ftriking and judicious, that I have veit' 
tured to place it in the text, though againft the authority of all the 
copies. 

Or 
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t)r but the fmalltfl air of man within hini t) 

To fee them fwell with treafure, which they pour 

Out in their riots, eating, dHnking, building, 

I, in the fea ! planing of hills with vallies, 

And railing vallies above hills 1 whilft we 

Have not to give our bodies neccffaries. 

They, have their change of houfes, manors, lordfhips % 

We fcarce a Rvty or a poor houftiold Lar ! 

They buy rare Attick ftatucs, Tyrian hanjgings, 

£phe(ian pictures, and Corinthian plate, 

Attalick garments, and now new-found gems, 

Since Pompey went for Afia, which they purchafe 

At price of provinces 1 the river Phafis 

Cannot afford 'em fowl, nor Lucrine Jake 

Oyfters enough : Circei too is fearch'd. 

To pleafe the wfkty gluttony of a meal ! 

Their ancient habitations they neglcft. 

And fet up new \ then, if the echo like not 

In fuch a room, they pluck down thofe, build ncwer^ 

Alter them too; and by all frantick ways. 

Vex their wild wealth, as they moleftthe people. 

From whom they force it ! Yet they cannot tame. 

Or overcome their riches I not by making 

Baths, orchards, fifh-pools, letting in of fcas 

Here, and then there forcing 'em out again 

With mountainous heaps, for which the earth hath loft 

Moft of her ribs, as entrails j being now 

Wounded no lefs for marble, than for gold ! 

We, all this while, like calm benumb'd fpeftators. 

Sit till our feats do crack, and do not hear 

The thund'ring ruins ; whilft at home our wants. 

Abroad our debts, do urge us j our ftates daily 

Bending to bad, our hopes to worfe ; and what 

Is left but to be crulh'd ? wake, wake, brave friends. 

And meet the liberty you oft have wifh'd for. 

Behold, renown, riches, and glory court yoti, 

Portune holds out thefe to you, as rewards. 

Vol. III. L • Me- 
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Methinks (though I were dumb) th* affair itfelf. 

The opportunity, your needs, and dangers. 

With the brave fpoU the war brings, fhould invite you: 

Ufe me your general, or foldier ; neither 

My mind nor body (hall be wanting to you : 

And being conful, I not doubt t'e&ft 

AH that you wifh, if truft nOt flatter me. 

And you*d not rather ftiU be flaves, than free* 

Cei. Free, free. 

l/m. *Tis freedom. 

Cur. Freedom we all (land for. 

Cat. Why thefe are noble voices I Nothing wants. 
But that we cake a folemn facrament, [dien» 

To ftrengthen our defign. 

CeL And moft to a£t it. 
Deferring hurts, where pow'rs are fb prepared. 

Aut. Yet, ere we enter into open aft, ^ 
f With favour) 'twere no lofs, irt might be inquired. 
What the condition of thefe arms would be ? 

Var. I, and the means to carry us through ? 

Cat. How, friends ! 
Think you that 1 would bid you grafp the wind. 
Or call you to th* embracing of a cloud ? 
Put your known valours on fo dear a bufinefs. 
And have no other fecond than the danger. 
Nor other garland than the lofs ? become 
Your own affurances. And for the means, 
Confider, firft, the ftark fecurity 
The commonwealth is in now; the whole ienate 
Sleepy, and dreaming no fuch violent blow \ 
Their forces all abroad ; of which the greateft. 
That might annoy us moft, is fartheft off. 
In Afia, under Pompey \ thofe near hand. 
Commanded by our friends ; one army in Spain, 
By Cneus Pifo ; th' other in Mauritania, 
By Nucerinus ; both which I have firm. 
And faft unto our plot. My felf, then, ftanding 

Now 
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Now to be confult With my hop'd cblteigue 

Caius Antonius, one no lefs engag*d 

By his wants, than we ; and whocti Tve power to m^ltt 

And ca(t in any mould. Bellde, fome others. 

That will not yet be natn*d, (both fure, and great onti) 

Who, when the time comes, Ihall declare themfelVei 

Scrong for our party ; fo that no reflftatite 

In nature can be thought. Fof our reward thelu 

Firft, all our debts are paid ; dangefs of law, ^ 

Adlions, decrees, judgments againit us, quitted; 

The rich men, as in Sylla'^ times, profcribM, 

And publication made of all their goods : 

That houfe is yours ; that land is his i thofe waters. 

Orchards, and walks, a third's ; he has that honour, 

4nd he that office : fuch a province falls 

To Vargunteius j this t* Autronius ^ that 

To bold Cethegus ; Rome to Lentulus. 

Tou fhare the world, her magiftracies, priefthoods^. 

Wealth and felicity, amongft you, friends ; 

And Catiline your fervant. Would you, Curius, 

Revenge the contumely ftuck upon you. 

In being removed from the fcnatc ? now, 

Now is your time. Would Publius Lentuluit 

Strike for the like difgrace ? now is his time; 

Would ftout Longinus walk the ftreets of Rome, 

Facing the Praetor ? now has he a time 

To fpurn and tread the fafces into dirt, 

Made of the ufurers and the lidors brains. 

Is there a beauty, here in Rome, you love ? 

An enemy you would kill f what head's not yours ? 

Whofe wife, which boy, whofe daughter, of what racc^ 

That th' hufband, or glad parents, ihall not bring you. 

And boafting of the office ? only fpatc 

Your felvcs, and you have all the earth befid*^ 

A field to exercife your longings in. 

I fee you rais'd, and read your forward minds 

High in your faces. Bring the wine an4 blood 

L 2 . " Yott 
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You have prepared there. 

Lon. How ! 

Cat, I have kill'd a flave. 
And of his blood caus'd to be mixM with wine. 
Fill every man his bowl. There cannot be 
A fitter drink to make this fandion in« 
Here I begin the facrament to all**. 
O for a clap of thunder now, as loud 
As to be heard throughout the univerfe. 
To tell the world the fad, and to applaud it* 
Be firm, my hand ; not (hed a drop ; but pour 
Fiercenefs into me with it, and fell thirft 
Of more and more, till Rome be left as bloodlefs 
As ever her fears made her, or the fword. 
And when I leave to wifh this to thee, ftepdame. 
Or flop t'effeft it, with my powers fainting. 
So may my blood be drawn, and fo drunk up^ 
As is this flave's. 

Lon. And fo be mine. 

Len. And mine. 

Aut. And mine. 

Var. And mine. 

Cet. Swell me my bowl yet fuller. ' [They drink. 
Here, I do drink this, as I would do Cato's, 
Or the new fellow Cicero's, with that vow 
Which Catiline hath given. ""^ 

Cur. So do I. 

Lee. And I. 

** Here I begin the s a c r a m f NT /^ ail'] Jonfon ufcs the word /h- 
crament in the fame fenfe which belongs to the Latin original. 
Sacramentum i*as the oath the foldiers took when they were inlifted : 
the horrid ceremony now attending it is recorded by Salluft, who 
does not indeed relatQ^it for a certainty : Fuere ed tempeftate^ qai 
dicerent Catilinam oratione habitd^ cum ad jusjurandum populares fid 
feeler is adigerit^ humani corporis janguinem *vinc permixtum in pateris 
circuTniuliJJe, ^f. The circumflances of this confpiracy are in gene- 
ral fo well known, and our author hath fo clofely adhered to the 
hiflory, that it is unneceflfary to point out every imitation ; which 
would be only tranfcribing whole pages and whole orations« 

Bef, 
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Bef. And L 

Ful. And I. 

Gab. And all of us. 

Cat. Why now's the bufincfs fafe, and each m«n 
Sirrah, what ail you ? [ftrengthen*d. 

[Hefpies one of his boys 

Pag. Nothing. not anfwer — 

Bef. Somewhat modeft. 

Cat. Slave, I will ftrike your foul out with my foot. 
Let me but find you again with fuch a face : 
You whelp ■ 

Bef. Nay, Lucius. 

Cat. Are you coying it, 
When I command you to be free, and general 
To all ? 

Bef. You'll be obferv'd. 

Cat. Arife, and (hew 
But any lead averfion in your look 
To him that bourd/you next^S and your throat opens. 

Noble confederates, thus far is perfect* 

'^Td him that boar X}%you next, and your throat opens."} The groffity 
of this image may be a little (haded by refloring the true text, which 
former editors feem to have mifanderflood. The firft folio reads 
hourdsyou next, and that is the true word. To bourdis to joke, or 
to be familiarly merry with any one. Bourde, fays Junius in his 
Etymoio^icon, efi ohleSlabilium faatiarum hilaritate, variaque urba^ 
nitatis lepere,fanuUarium con/ortia detinere ; and hence it is fometimes 
taken in the fame fenfe in which the word p!ay is often ufed by our 
old poets; and which the Greeks alfo give to the verb leou^iw, and 
the Latins 10 ludere. The Scots yet ule hourd, in the fenfe of dal- 
lying and playing the wanton. Spenfer applies it to the waters 
of a river which glide in gentle murmurs. 

The next the (lubborn Neure, whofe waters grey 

By fair Kilkenny and Rofieponte bourd^ 

Fairy ^een, 1. 4. cant. II. 
The fame miftake feems topoflefs a paiTageiA^bakefpear's T'weZ/ih 
Night, aA I . fc. 4. •• Sir Tob. You mirfake, knight : accoft, is 
•* front her, board her, woo her, affail her," Where it fhould pro- 
bably be ready b<^^rd her, 

L 3 Only 
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• 

Only your fuffrages I will expe6t 

At the aflembly for the chufing confuls, 

And all the voices you can make by fricncU 

To my eledion. Then let me work out 

Your fortunes and mine own. Mean while^^ all reft 

Seal'd up, and filent, as when rigid frofts 

Have' bound up brooks and rivers, forc'd wild beads 

Unto their caves, and birds into the woods. 

Clowns to their houfes, and the country fleeps } 

That, when the fudden thaw comes, wc may break 

Upon them like a deluge, bearing down 

Half Rome before us, and invade the reft 

With cries, and noife, able to wake the urns 

Of thofe are dead, and make their aflies fear. 

The horrors that do ftrike the world, fhould come 

Loud, and unlook*d for ; till they ftrike, be dymbi, 

Cet^ Oraculous Sergius ! 

Lett. God- like Catiline \ 

CHORUS. 

<♦ #^ A N nothing great, and at the height, 

** \^ Remain fo long, but its own weight 

^« Will ruin it ? or is't blind chance, 

^' That ftill defires new ftates t* advance, 

** And quit the old ? elfe why muft Rome 

" Be by it felf now overcome ? 

<• Hath flic not foes enow of thofe 

^* Whom flie hath made fuch, and enclofc 

*^ Her round about ? or are they none, 

<* Except (he firft become her own ? 

<* O wretchednefs of greateft ftates, 

•' To be obnoxious to thefe fates 1 

<* That cannot keep what they do gain \ 

** And what they raife fo ill fuftain I 

♦' Rome now is miftrefs of the whole 

<' World, fea and laadji to either pole ; 

<^ And 
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** And even that fortune will deflroy 
•• The powV that made it : flic doth joy 
** So much in plenty, wealth, and eafe» 
^^ As now th' excefs is her difeafe. 

** She builds in gold, and to the ftars, 
•• As if flie threatened hcav'n with wars 5 
^^ And feeks for hell in quarries deep, 
•* Giving the fiends, that there do keep, 
** A hope of day. Her women wear 
** The Ipoils of nations in an ear, 
^^ Chang'd for the treafure of a fliell ; 
<^ And in their loofe attires do fwell, 
'^ More light than fails, when all winds play : 
** Yet are the men more loofe than they ; 
•* More kemb'd, and bath'd, and rubb'd, and trimm'd, 
*^ More fleek, more foft, and flacker limbed ; 
••'Tiis proflitute ; fo much, that kind '♦ 
^^ May feek it felf there, and not find. 
*^ They eat on beds of filk and gold, 
•• At iv*ry tables, or wood fold 
** Dearer than it i and leaving pl^te, 
** Do drink in ftone of higher rate. 
^* They hunt all grounds, and draw aH feas, 
*« Fowl every brook and bufli, to pleafc 
** Their wantop tafte ; and in requefl: 
^* Have new and rare things, not the befl:. 

*• Hence comes that wild and vaft expencc, 
** That hath enforced Rome's virtue thence, 
•* Which fimple poverty firft made : 
^* And now ambition doth invade 
•* Her ftate, with eating avarice, 
«« Riot, and ev*ry other vice. 
** Decrees are bought, and laws are (old, 
** Honours, and ofiices, for gold i 

I* Stmueb, tbat kind.] i. t. Natnit. 

L 4 « Tb« 
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" The peoples voices, and the free • t ; 

" Tongues in the fenace, bribed be. '^ 

*< Such ruin of her manners Rome 

«• t)oth fuffer now, as flic's become 

** (Without the gods it foon gainfay) 

** Both her own (poiler, and own prey. 

** So, Alia, art thou cru*lly cv*n 
*« With us, for all the blows thee giv'n % 
*• When we, whofe virtue conquered thee, 
^* Thus, by thy vices, ruin'd be." 

% s . Thi peoples *uouesy and thefre$ 

tongues in thefenate^ bribed be^ In this part of the chonis oar 
poet had his eye upon the fpecimen belli a*vtlis by Petronios Arbiter \ 

Nee minor in campo furor eft^ imptique ^writes 

Ad pradam ftrepitumqui lucri fuffragia *vertunt, 

VenaUi popultu^ venalis curia patrum. 
The fentixnents of Pecronius furnifhed him with matter, not only 
in the prefent inftance, but for the general deiign of the whole 
chorus. I will take leave to tranfcribe a few lines from the fpeech 
of Pluto to Fortune, which are ma4e ufe qf in the verfes before 
^efc. 

En etiam mta regfi(i petttnt, perfo/Ta dehifcit 

Molibus infants tellus ; jam monitbus baufiis 

Antra gemunt : (*f dwn 'varios lapis inwinii u/uSf 

Inferm mams cahun fperarejubentur. 
Was I to add more, I fhonld copy almoft the whole poem. Jonfon, 
J think, does not appear to any great advantage in tlie chorufes to 
this play. My friend Mr. Sympfon is alfo of the fame opinion ; 
he fays, the fentiments in them are not fufficiently great, nor hii 
meafures at all imitative of the ancients ; that variety of numbers 
which runs thro* all the Greek tragic poets, feems never oncq to 
have been his aim. fiut I imagine Seneca, not Sophocles or i£fchy- 
lus, was what he copied after, an4 'tis th^n no wondq- that he fu^^ 
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ACT II. S C E N E L 

Fuhia^ Galla^ Servant. 

Ful^^nr^ Hofcroomsdo fmell extremely. Bring my glafi, 
J^ And table hither, QalUt 

Gal. Madam. 

Ful. Look 
Within, in my blue cabinet, for the pearl 
I had fcnt me laft, and bring it. 

Gal. That from Clodius ? 

Ful. From Caius Csefar. You're for Clodiys ftill. 
Or Curius, Sirrah, if Quintus Curius come, 
I am not in fit mood ; I keep my chamber, 
Give warning fo without. 

Gtf/. Is this it, madam? 

ful. Yes, help to hang it in mine ear. 

Gal. Believe me, 
Jt is a rich one, madam, 

Ful. I hope fo : 
It (hould not be worn there elfe. Make an end, 
And bind my hair up. 

Gal. As 'twas yefterday ? 

Ful. No, nor t'other day. When knew you mc 
Appear two days together in one dreffing ? 

GaL Will you ha't in the globe or fpire ' ? 

» GaK Will you heti in the GLOBE or SPIRE ?] Thefe were various 
ways in which the Roman ladies boand up their hair : and the man- 
ner is ftill to be feen on the coins and medals of that and the fol- 
lowing age. Juvenal has afi allufion to the fpiry form of dreffing ' 
fhe heady which feems chiefly to have been ufed by thofe ladies^ 
who were deiiroas of adding fomething to their ftature : 

70/ fremt ordinibus, tot adhuc compagibus altum 

J£dijicat caput ; Andromacben a fronts *ipidibiu 

Pojif minor c^ : aliam credas^ 

JVVBNAL. fat. 6. 

Fuh 
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FuL How thou wilt ; 
Any way, fo thou wilt do it, good impertinence. 
Thy company, if I llcpt not very well 
A-nights, would make me an errant fool, with queftions. 

Gal. Alas, madam — — 

FuL Nay, gentle half o* th' dialogue, ceafe. 

Gd. I do it indeed but for your exerdfe. 
As your phyfician bids me. 

FuL How ! does he bid you 
To anger me for exercife ^ 

GaL Not to anger you. 
But ftir your blood a little : there is difierence 
Between lukewarm and boiling, madam. 

FuL Jove ! 
She means to cook me, I think. Pray you, ha' done. 

GaL I mean to drefs you, madam. 

FuL O, my Juno, 
Be friend to me ! ofTring at wit too ? why, Galla ! 
Where haft thou been ? 

GaJ. Why, madam ? 

FuL What haft thou done 
With thy poor innocent felf ? 

GaL Wherefore, fwect madam ? 

FuL Thus to come forth, fo fuddenly, a wit- worm ? 

GaL It pleafes you to flout one. I did dream 
Of lady Sempronia 

FuL O, the wonder's out. 
That did infeft thee ? well, and how ? 

GaL Methought 
She did difcourfe the beft — — 
. FuL That ever thou heard*ft ? 

GaL Yes. 

FuL In thy fleep ? of what was her difcourfe ? 

GaL Of the republick, madam, and the ftate. 
And how fhe was in debt, and where (he meant 
To raife frefh fums : fhe's a great ftatefwoman ! 

FuL Thou dream*ft all this ? 

GaL 
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GdL No, but you koow (he b, madtm } 
And both a miilrefs of the Latin tongue. 
And of the Greek. 

FmL I, but I never dreamt it, Galla, 
As thou haft done ; and therefore you muft pardon me. 

GaL Indeed you mock me, madam. 

FuL Indeed, no. 
Forth with your learned lady. She has a wit too ? 

GaL A very mafculine one. 

Ful. A fhe critick, Galla ? 
And can compofe in verfe, and make quick jefts, 
Modeft, or otherwife ? 

GaL Yes, madam. ^ 

PuL She can fing too ? 
And play on inftruments ? 

GaL Of all kinds, they fay. 

FuL And doth dance rarely ? 

GaL Excellent ! fo well. 
As a bald fenator made a jeft, and faid, 
Twas better than an honeft woman need *, 

> Ful. JnJ doth dance rarely ? Gal. Exallent ! fi nmll^ 

As a bald fenator made ajefi^ and/aid^ 

^ptvas better than an honeft 'woman need,"] The poet throughoaC 
ihis whole -charader of Sempronia, hath had his eye apon his ai^« 
thor Sallafl : he has faithfully feledted the particalars» yet varied 
the arrangement of them^ in a manner different from the hiilorian^t 
relation. Sallufla in drawing the pi£lure of this celebrated ladyi^ 
hath the following ftrokes : Pfallerey fait are elegantius quam necejfe 
eft froha, Jonfon has made Falvia^s attendant exprefs herfelf in 
the fame terms, but as coming from the dry gravity of a con/cript 
father. This gives an air of humoar to the whole : aniisjuflly 
adapted to the vein of loquacity, chara6teriflic of «vy lady^s <woman. 
This fcene will come under the ccnfure which Dry den paflfes on 
fome others in this play, and on a fcene of our author's Sejanus^ 
Jonibn himfcIF. fays that critic, in Sijanus and Catiline^-htA given 
as this oleo of a play, this unnatural mixture of com^y and tra- 
gedy. In Sejanus you may take notice of the fcene betwixt Livia 
^nd the phyiician, which is a pleafant fatire upon the artificial helps 
of beauty : in Catiline yon may fee the parliament of women; the 

little 
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Ful Tut, fhe may bear that. Few wife womens honefties 
Will do their courtfhip hurt. 

GaL She's liberal too, madam. 

Ful. What ! of her money, or her honour, pr*y thee ? 

GaL Of both; you know not which (hedothfpare leaft. 

Fill A comely commendation. 

GaL Troth, 'tis pity Ihe is in years. 

FuL Why, Galla ? 

GaL For it is. 

FuL O, is that all ? I thought thou*dft had a reafon. 

GaL Why, fo I have. She has been a fine lady. 
And yet Ihe drefles her felf (except you, madam) 
One of the beft in Rome j and paints, and hides 
Her decays very well. 

Ful They fay, it is 
Rather a vifor, than a face, flie wears. 

GaL They wrong her verily, madam ; (he doth fleek 
With crums of bread and milk, and lies a-nights 

In as neat gloves But (he is fain of late 

To feek, more than (he's fought to, (the fame is) 
And fo fpends that way. 

FuL Thou know'ft all ! but Galla, 
What fay you to Catiline's lady, Oreftilla ? 
There is the gallant ! 

GaL She does well. She has 
Very good fuits, and very rich -, but then 
She cannot put 'em on ; (he knows not how 
To wear a garment. You (hall have her all 
Jewels and gold fometimes, fo that her felf 
Appears the lea(t part of her felf '. No, in troth. 
As I live, madam, you put 'em all down 

little envies of them to one another, and all that pafTes betwixt 
Curius and Fulvia ; fcenes admirable in their kind, but of an ill 
iningle with the reft. 

i ■ » .i I So that her felf 

Ai>l>ears the leaft part of her felf ^ The thought is from Ovid, 
Tors minima eft ifjafuella/uu 

With 
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With your mcer ftrcngth of judgment, and do draw too 
The world of Rome to follow you ! you attire 
Your fcif fo divcrfly, and with that fpirit ! 
Still to the nobleft humours ! they could make 
Love to your drefs, alrho' your face were away, they fay. 

FuL And body too, and have the better match on*t. 
Say they not fo too, Galla ? now ! what news 
Travails your countenance with ? 

Ser. It*t plcafe you, madam, ~" 
The lady Sempronia is lighted at the gate. 

Gal, Caftor, my dream, my dream. 

Ser. And comes to fee you. 

GaL For Venus* fake, good madam, fee her. 

FuL Peace, 
The fool is wild, I think. 

GaL And hear her talk, 
Sweet madam, of ftate-matters, and the fcnate* 

SCENE IL 

Sempronia^ Fuhia^ Galla. 

Sem. Fulvia, good wench, how doft thou ? 

FuL Well, Sempronia. 
Whither are you thus early addreft ? 

Sem. To fee 
Aurelia Oreftilla. She fent for me. 
I came to call thee with me ; wilt thou go ^ 

FuL I cannot now, in troth j I have fome letters 
To write, and fend away. 

£€m. Alas, I pity thee. 
I have been writing all this night (and am 
So very weary) unto all the tribes. 
And centuries, for their voices, to help Catiline 
In his eledion. We (hall make him conful, 
1 hope, amongft us. Craflus, I, and Casfar 
Will carry it for him. 

FuL Does he Hand for it ? 

Sem. 
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Sem. He's the chief candidate. 

FuL Who ftands befide ? 
(Give me fome wine, and powder for my teeth. 

Sem. Here's a good pearl, in troth* 

FuL A pretty one. 

Sem. A very orient one !) there are competitors, 
Caius Antonius^ Publius Galba, Lucius 
Caflius Longinus, Quintus Cornificius, 
Caius LiciniuS) and mat talker Cicero. 
But Catiline and Antonius will be chofen ; 
For four of the other, Licinius, Longinus, 
Galba, and Cornificius, will give way : 
And Cicero they will not chufc. 

FuL No ? why ? 

Sem. It will be crofs'd by the nobility. 

GaL (How (he does underftand the common bufinefs!) 

Semi, Nor were it fit* He is but a new fellow. 
An inmate here in Rome, (as Catiline calls him^) 
And the patricians fhould do very ill 
To let the confulfhip be fo defird 
As 't would be, if he obtained it 1 a mere upftart, 
That has no pedigree, no houfe, no coat. 
No enfigns of a family ! 

FuL He has virtue. 

Sem. Hang virtue ; where there is no blood, 'tis vice^ 
And in him faucinefs. Why fhould he prefume 
To be more learned, or more eloquent. 
Than the nobility ? or boaft any quality 
Worthy a nobleman, himfelf not noble ? 

FuL 'Twas virtue only, at firfl, made all men noble^ 

Sem. I yield you, it might at firft, in Rome's poor age. 
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jfn inmate hen in Rome^ as Catiline cai/j him."] Marcus TmlJita in'* 
quilinus civis urbis Ronut. Sallust. Anew fellow was what tb« 
Komans called novm home i the firft of his fajnily who ever bore 
any public office^ one that had not the images of his ancefton to 
ihew. 

When 
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When both her kings and confuls held the plow. 
Or garden'd well : but now we have no need 
To dig, or loofe our fweat for't. We have wealth. 
Fortune, and eafe ; and then their ftock to fpend on. 
Of name, for virtue ; which will bear us out 
*Gainft all new comers, and can never fail us. 
While the fuccefllon days. And we muft glorify 
A muihroom ? one of yefterday ? a fine fpeaker i 
'Caufe he has f uck'd at Athens ? and advance him. 
To our own lofs ? no, Fulvia ; there are they 
Can fpeak Greek too, if need were. Csefar, and I, 
Have fat upon him ; fo hath Cra0us too. 
And others. We have all decreed his reft. 
For rifing farther. 

Gal. Excellent rare lady ! 

Ful. Sempronia, you *re beholden to my woman here; 
She does admire you. 

Sem. O good Galla, how doft thou ? 

Gal. The better for your learned ladyfhip. 

Sem. Is this grey powder a good dentifrice ? 

Ful. You fee I ufe it. 

Sem. I have one is whiter, 

Ful. It may be fo. 

Sem. Yet this fmells welL 

Gal. And cleanfes 

w 

Very well, madam, and refifts the crudltief. 

Slem. Fulvia, I pray thee, who comes to thee now ? 
Which of our great patricians. 

Ful. Faith, I keep 
No catalogue of 'em. Sometimes I have one. 
Sometimes another, as the toy takes their bloods. 

Sem. Thou haft them all. Faith, when was Quintus 
Thy fpecial fervant, here ? [Curius, 

Ful. My fpecial fervant ? 

Sem. Yes, thy idolater, I call him. 

Ful. He may be yours. 
If you do like him. 

Sem. 
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Sen:. How! 

Ful. He comes not here i ""'^ 

I have forbid him hence. 

Sem, Venus forbid ! 

Ful. Why ? 

Sem. Your fo conftant lover ? 

FuL So much the rathcn 
I would have change. So would you too, I am futVi 
And now you may have him. 

Sem. He's frefh yet, Fulvia. 
Beware how you do tempt me« 

FuL Faith, forme 
He*s fomewhat too frefh indeed ; the fait is gone^ 
That gave him feafon. His good gifts are done^ 
He does not yield the crop that he was wont. 
And for the a6t, I can have fecret fellows, 
With backs worth ten of him, and they ihall pleafe DM 
(Now that the land is fled) a myriad better. 

Sem. And thofe one may command* 

FuL 'Tis true : thefe lordlings. 
Your noble fauns, they 're fo imperious, faucy^ 
Rude, and as boifterous as centaurs^ leaping 
/ 4dy at firft fight* 
"^ Sem. And muft be born 
Both with and out, they think. 

FuL Tut, rU obfervc 
None of *em all, nor humour *em a jot 
Longer than they come laden in the handf 
And fay. Here's one for t'other. 

Sem. Does Csefar give well ? 

jF«/.They (hall all give, and pay well, that come heftfi 
If they will have it ; and that, jewels, pearly 
Plate, or round fums to buy thefe. I'm not taken 
With a cob-fwan, or a high-mounting bull. 
As foolifh Leda and Europa were ; 
But the bright gold, with Danae. For fuch pried 

I wouki 
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t ^oiilc) endure a roughs harfli Jupiter ^, 
Or ten fuch thund'ring ganoefters, and refrain 
To laugh at 'fenij till they are gone, with my much fuf* 

[fering* 

Bern. ThoiiVt a trioft hlEippy wench, that thus canft 
tJfe of thy youth and freflinefs, in the feafon ; [make 
And haft it to make ufe of. 

FuL Which is the happinefi. 

Stfi^. I am how fain to give to them^ and keep 
Mufick, and a continual table, to invite 'em. 

Ful.YeSj and they ftudy your kitchen, more than ydu^ 

Sem. £at myfelf out with ufury, and my lord toos 
And all my officers, and friends befides, 
I'o procure money for the needful charge 
I muft be at, to have *em ; and yet fcarce 
Cftn I atchieve 'em fo. 

Ful. Why, that's bccaufe 
You affe6t young faces only, and fmooth chins^ 
Sempronia. If you'd love beards and briftles, 
(One with another, a^ others do) or wrinkles—*—* 
Who's that ? look, GalU. 

Gal. *Tis the party, madam. 

Fut. Whatparty ? has he no name ? 

Ga/i 'Tis Quintus Gurius. 

Ful. Did I not bid 'em fay, 1 kept my chamber f 

Gal. Why, fo they do. 

Sem. ril leave you, Fuivia. 

F^L Nny^ good Sempronia, ftay« 

Sem. In faiths I will not. 

FuL By Juno I would not fee him* 

Sem. I'll not hinder you. 

Gat. You know he will not be kept out, madam* 

Sem. No, 
Nor fhall not^ careful Galla^ by my means. 

I Haksh jupittr.l ^"rtl Jopitter, edit, 4tO. 

Vw. m. M Ful. 
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FuL As I do live, Scmpfoni a ■ " < 

Sem. yfhu needs this i 

Fid. Go, fay I am dkep, and i^ ateafe. 

Sem. By G^ftor% no» rll cell him, you're itwakc} 
And very well* Stay,. Galla y farewel, Fulvia : 
I know my manners. Why do you Uhout thus 
With adion againft purpofe ? Qjaincua Curiu8» 
She is, i*faith, here, and in difpofitio^/ 

FuLSf ight with your courtefy ! how ihaU Ibe tortw'df 
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CuriuSt Fulvia^ GaUa. 

Cur. Where are you, fair one, thai conceal youiiel^ 
And keep your beauty within locks and bars hert» 
Like a fool's treafure ? 

FuL True, fhe was a fool. 
When firft (he fliewM ittoa thief. 

Cttr. How, pretty fuUennefs I 
|So harfli and (hort ? 

Ful. The fool*s artillery, fir. 

Cur. Then take my gown off, for Ch'' cntounttfi 

Ful. Stay, fir. 
} am not in the mood. 

Cur. ril put you into 't. 

FuL Beft put yourfelf in your cafe aj^in, and keep 



'Sem. J?yCASTOitp m, tUtill bimym^rt mwmkeJ] Wenmftob* 
fenre our poet's exa^lnefs in adapting his oadis to kts fpcaken. 
Geliius tells us, that» amongil the Romans, the women never fwoii 
hy Hercules, nor the men by Cajtor, Nnfyu^m imfemn tjt aftd 
iitni9S ftddim fcrifHns^ out nuhercU feminam diar^ tut imttfiwf 
nnnuHm JEd$f9l tmttm^ ft$9d jusjttrandMm per PoHucem ^9 & ^rw H 
famine CMummt efi^ 1. 2. c. 6. Accordingly in the next fcene, Curiot 
Cwears by Pollux, and Fulvia, as the women (houlddo, by Caft^. 

Your 
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YoOit furiotis appeeite Warm againfl you have place for't. 

Cur. What ! do you coy it ? 

FuL No, fir. I am not proud. [you I 

C»r. I would you were. You think this ftate becomes 
fiy Hercules, it doe$ not. Look in your glafs now. 
And fee how fcurvily that countenance (hews ; 
You would be loth to own it. 

PuL I Ihall not change it. 

Cir. Faith, 6utyou mud, and flack this bended brow} 
And (hoot tefs fcorn : there is a Fortune coming 
^Towards you^ dainty, that will cake thee thus. 
And fet thee aloft^ to tread upon the head 
Of her own ftatue here in Rome^ 

Ful I wonder 
Who let this promifer in ! did you, good diligence ? 
Give him his bribe again. Or if you had none^ 
pray you demand him, why he is fo venturous. 
To prefs thus to my chamber, being forbidden. 
Both by my felf and feiVants ? 

Cur. How ! this is handfome ! 
And fomewhat a new ftrain I 

Fttl. •Tisnotftrain'd, fir; 
*Tis very natural. 

Cur. I have known it otherwile. 
Between the parties, though. 

FuL For your foreknowledge. 
Thank that which made it. fc will not be ft 
Hereafter, I a0ure you. 

. Cur. No, my miftrefs ? 

FuL No, tho' you bring the fame materials. 

Cur. Hear me. 
You over-ad when you fliould under-do. 
A little cdl your fell again, and think. 
If you do this to praftife on me, or find 
At what forced diftance you can hold your fervant ; 
That it be an artificial trick to inflame. 
And fire mcmore, fearing my love may need it. 

Ma As 
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As heretofore you have done, why, proceed. 

Fui As I have done heretofore ? 

Cur. Yes, when you'ld feign * 
Yourhulband'sjealoufy, your fervants watches. 
Speak foftly, and i un often to the ck>or. 
Or to the window, form ftrange fears that were not i 
As if the pleafure were Icfs acceptable, 
That were fccure. 

Ful. You are an impudent fellow. [g^te. 

Cur. And when you might better have done it at the. 
To take me in at the cafement. 

Ful. I take you in ? [you. 

Cur. Yes, you my lady. And then being a bed with 
To have your well taught waiter here come running. 
And cry, her lord, and hide me without. caufe, 
Crufti'd in a cheft, or thruft up in a chimney. 
When he, tame crow, was winking at his farm ; 
Or, had he been here, and prefent, would have kept f 
Both eyes and beak feel'd up^, for fix fefterces. 

Ful. You have a flandVous, beaftly, unwa(h*d tongue 
In your rude mouth, and favouring yourfelf, 
Unmanner'd lord. 

Cur. How now ! 

Ful. It is your title, fir. [not 

Who (fince youVe loft your own good name, and know 
What to lofe more) care not whofe honour you wound. 
Or fame you poifon with it. You fhould go 
And vent your felf i* th' region where you live. 
Among the fuburb-brothels, bawds, and brokers. 
Whither your broken fortunes have defign'd you. 

C«r.Nay,then I muft ftopyour fury, 1 fee; and pluck 
The tragick vifor off. Come, lady Cypris, 

Would hirve kept 



Both eyes and beak sbal'd up] f read» and fo does Mr. Symp- 
{on. Jeer d up. Seeling is a term in falconry, which we have had be* 
fore in this play : 

" Arc your eyes yet un/cePd?^^ Adl i. 

Know 
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Know your own virtues, quickly. I'll not be 
Put to the wooing of you thus, afrelh. 
At every- turn, for all the Venus in you. 

Yield, and be pliant, or by Pollux How now ? 

{He offers to force ber^ andjhe draws her knife. 
Will Lais turn a Lucrece ? 

Ful No, but by Caftor, 
Hold off your raviiher's hand, I pierce your heart elfe. 
rU not be put to kill cnyfelf as fhe did. 
For you, fwect Tarquin. What ? do you fall off? 
Nay, it beconips yougracioufly ! Put not up. 
You'll fooner draw your weapon on me, I think it. 
Than on the fenate, who have cad you fortlt 
Difgracefully, to be the common tale 
Of the whole city \ bafe, infamous man ! 
For, were you other, you would there employ 
Your deiperate dagger. 

Cur. r ulvia, you do know 
The (Ircngths you have upon me; do not ufe 
Your power too like a tyrant : I can bear 
Almoft until you break me. 

FuL I do know, fir. 
So does the fenate too know, you can bear. 

Cur. By all the gods, that fenate will fmart deep 
For your upbraidings. I ihould be right furry 
To have the means fo to be veng'd on you, 
(At leafl, the will) as I ihall ihortly on them. 
But go you on flill \ fare you w^U, dear lady : 
You could not Hill be fair, unlefs you were proud. 
You will repent thefc moods, and ere*t be long too, 
J (hall have you come about again* 

Ful. Do you think fo ? 

Cur. Yes, and I know fo. 

FuL By what augury f 

Cur. By the fair entrails of the matrons chefts. 
Gold, pearl, and jewels here in Rome, which Ful via 
Will then (but late) fay that fhe might have (har'd ; 

M 3 And 
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And grieving mifs. 

Ful. Tut, all your pro^iis^d mounCaiiis, 
And Teas, I am fo ftaldy acquainted 

Cur. But, when you fee the uaiverial flood 
Run by your coffers % tba( my lord«, the fenttors^ 
Arc fold for flaves, their wives for bondwomen. 
Their houfes, and fine gardens, :g|veo away. 
And all their goods, under the fpear at outcry*. 
And you have none of this, but are ftiU Fulvia, 
Or perhaps lefs, while you are thinking of it ; 
You will advife then, coyoefa, wkh your cufliibn. 
And look on your fingers ; fay, how you werp ynStCA^\ 
And fo he left you. 

Fid. Call him again, Galla: 
This is not uftmlv Something faaogs ^m this 
That I mud win; out of him. 

Cur. How now, melt you? . 

ful Come, yoO will laugh now, at my eafinels! 
But 'tis no miracle : doves, they fay, will hiU, 
After their pecking and their murm'ring. 

Cur. Yes, 
And then 'tis kindly. I would have my love 
Angry fometimes, to fweeten off the left 
Of her behaviour. 

Ful. You do foe, I ftudy 
How I may pleafe you then. But you think, Cqrius, 
'Tis covetife hath wrought me : if yov love me. 
Change that unkind conceit. 

Cur. By my lov'd foul, 
I love thee, like.to it ; an^ 'tis my ftudy, 

* Ami all their goods undtr the spear mi «|M>7»] Tke Ronm 
way of Telling things by aa£Uon, was idtfiog op %fi^ i Anjd lioice 
the phrafe /JK^ hafia vendert, 

* Say^ howyouivety wisH*i>.] The reader, who rrfl^f^s on wha( 
has p^.fTed between thcfe loirers. will think, I bdieve, diis a rery 
uninteiligible e^preilion; but Mr. The<»baki*8 mar^ propofes an 
emendation, and exhibits W/d&V 9s the $kfA |ptti|>cr ferin. 

Moif 
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More dian mine own revenge, to m^ thee happjr. 

Ful. And 'tis thet juft revenee doth make me happy 
To hear you pro(ecui]p i and which, ind^. 
Hath won me to vou, more than all the hope 
Of what can elfe be ptmiti'd. I love valour 
Better than any lady loves her face. 
Or dreifing : than my felf does. Let me grow 
Still where I do embrace. But what good means 
Have you t* efieft it ? (ball I know your projeft ? 

Ctir. Thou lhalt» if though be gracious. 

FmI. As I can be. 

Or. And wilt thou kifs me then? 

FmI. As clofe as fliells 
Of cockles meet. 

Cur. And print *em deep f 

Ful. Quite through ' 
Our fubtle iips. 

Cur. And dktsi ? 

Ful I will fow *em 
Fafter than you caft reap. What is your plot } 

GtfT. Why now my Fm via looks like her bri^t same I 
And is her felf ! 

FuL fiajj anfwer me, your plot ? 
I pray theettll me» Quintus. 

Cur. I, thefe/ounda 
Become a miftr^s. Here is harmony ! 
When you are faarih, 1 fee the way to bend you 
Is not with violence, but finrvicc. Cruel, 

9 Ful. j^Vr thmgb 
Ow SUB TLB %.] I.e. tbio, fine. So SliAcfpear, 

'* Like to a htwluoon ZLfiittk groiuul/* i. e. fooatb. 
Aad Spenfer has a parallel expreffion, 

** Cov^'d widi lids dcyii*d of (iibftance j^/* i. e. thin. 

L. a. Cant. 9. St. 46^ 
Mr. Symfsoii. 

M4 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
Gcer9» Cato, Cfifubut ^MMmu^ Ov^, Ce/2v, 

Csc. ^^^Rc$t honours are grniLbunlcns^ Imtoftwhom 
VJf They're Mft with envy, hcdodi beartwaloadU*. 
His cares rtmOi ftill be double to his joys. 
In any dignity •, whpf«r^. be err. 
He finds np pardon ; and for doing well 
A moft fmali praile, and that wtwg outby forct. . 
I {peak this, Romans, knowing wliat the weight - 
Or the high charge, you have truftedto me, isu 
^ot that thereby I would with art decline 
The good, or greatnefs of your ^benefit 5 
For I afcribe it to your Angular grace. 
And TOW to owe it to no title elft^, 
Except the Gods, that Cicero's your .conful, 
I have no urn^ \ no dufty monumencs ; 
No broken images of anceftors. 
Wanting an ear^ or nofe *, no forged tables 
Of long defcent^, to boaft falie honours irom \ 
Or be my undertakers to your truft, 
^yt a new man (as I anl ftyl'd in Rome) 
Whom you have djgnify'd > and more, in whoni 
YouVe cut a way, and left it ope for virtue 
Hereafter, to that place ; whicn our great men 
Held (hue up, with all ramparts, for themfelvea. 
Nor have but few of them in time been made 
3f our conftls, fo ; new men, before me, none ; 
At my firft fuit ; in my jyft year *i prefer'd 



Btit onfuihtm 



Thefrs caft tvith ennjy^ he doth WEAR Hve ki^^l So the fdidoa 
of 1716. The r^adiogof chetext* which I fithftitated by conjeQuret 
I find aathoria^d by the old copies. 

^ In my just y bar;] i. e. the 43d year of his ate ; none being 
capabla of the (onfulihip before that aee. Mr. Symfsov. 

■ To 
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To all competitors ; tnd fome the •nobkft-^*— 

Otf • Now the vetn fweUi* 

C^ Up glory. 

Cu. Am to luve 
Tour loud confimty, from your own uttered voices } 
^OC filent bodes t nor from the meaner trtb^s^ 
But firft aod laft, the univerral concourfe ( 
This U mv joy, my gladnefi. But my care. 
My indunry, apd vigilance, now muft work. 
That ftill yoor coun^ls of me be approved, 
Podibyyour (elves, and thofe to whom you huve 
With grndg^ prefer'd me : two things I muft labour, 
That neither tney upbraid, nor you repent you* 
For every lapfe of mine will now be call'd 
Your error, if I make fuch. But my hope is. 
So to bear through, and out, the confulfhip, 
As fpight (hall ne'er wound you, though it may me. 
And for my felf, I have prepared this ftrength, 
To do fo well ; as, if there happen ill 
ITnto me, it (hall make the Gods to'blufh ; 
And be their crime, not mine, that I am envy VI. 

C^tf. O confidence ! more new than is the man ! 

G^. I know well, in what t^rms I do receive 
The commonwealth, how vexed, how perplex'd : 
In which there's not that mifchief, or ill fate. 
That good men fear not, wicked men expedt not. 
I know befides ibme turbulent pradtices 
Already on fopt, and rumors of more dangers—-— * 

Cra. Or you wUl ffiakf them, if th^re be none. 

Gr. Laft, 
I know, 'twj|s this, which made the envy and pride 
Of the great Rom40 blood ba^, and gpve way 
To myeledUpn. 

Qao. Marcus Tullius, true ; 
Qur need made thee our conful^ and ^y virtue. 

C^/' CaCQ, you will uado bim with your praife. 
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Cato. Ca&lar will hurt himfelf with his own tnrj. 
Cbor. The voice of Cato is the voice of Rome*. 
Cato. The voice of Rome is the coaient of heaircn I 
And that hath pUc'd thee» Cicero, at the helm» . 
Wiiere thou ippfl; rqvkr now thy i fclf a ,man> 
And ma^er of thy art.. Each petty hand 
Can fteef a (hip becalmed/, but. he that will 
Govern and carry her to her ends^ mufl; know . i* 
His tideS} his currents ; how to (hi{t bis;f^s ^ 
What (he will bear in foul, what in fair weathers ;. 
Whece her fprings are, hcrJeaki; and how to JBtop 'em v 
What fands, what (helves, what rocks dothiteaten her; 
The forces and the natures of all winds, [bell,* 

Gufts, ftorms, and tempefts ; when her keel ploughs 
And deck knocks heaven : . then to manage, her. 
Becomes the name and of^ce of a pilot. 

Cic. Which I'll perfprm with all the diligence 
And fortitude I havej not for my year. 
But for my life ; except my life belefs, 
And that my year conclude it : if it muft. 
Your will, lov*d Gods. This heart fhall yet employ 
A day, an hour is left me S fo for Rome, 
As it (hall fpring a life out of my death. 
To (bine for ever glorious in my fads : . . 
The vicious count their years, virtqops thcif a^s. 
Cbor. Moft noble conful ! let us wait him home. 
Caf, Moft popular conful he is grown, methinks ! 
Cra. How the rout du^g to hi O) I 
C^f. And Cato leads 'cm I . ,; ., 

Cra, You, his collegue Antonius, are not look'd on. 



"' >.]TJ 



J da\, an hour is left me. \ The expreflion in the laflline leadl 
Mr. Sympfon to think it a corruptioni which he would cure, iod 
Stake much eafier bv reading 

Ant. 
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Ant. Not I, nor do I care. 

C^f. He enjoys reft. 
And eafc the while. Let th* other's fpirit toilf 
And wak^ itout^ that was infpir'd for turmoil. 

Catu. If all reports be true, yet, Caiiis Gaefari 
The time hath need of fuch a watch and fpirit. 

Oef. Reports ? do you belicVc *erti, Catulus i 
Why he does make, and breed *em for the people ; 
T* endear his fervice to 'cm. Do you not tafte 
An art that is fo common ? Popular men. 
They muft create ftrange monfters, and then quell 'em» 
To make their arts feem (bmething. Would you have 
Such an Herculean z&ox in the fcene. 
And not his Hydra ? they muft fweat no leis 
To fit their properties, than t'exprefs their parts ^. 

Cra. Treafons, and guilty men are made in ftates 
Too oft, to dignify the magiftrates. 
' Catu. Thofe ftates be wretched that are forc'd to buy 
Their rulers fame with their own infamy. 

Cra. We therefore fliould provide that ours do not. 

C^f. That will Antonius make his care. 

jint. I (hall. 

Citf- And watch the watcher. . 
. Catu. Here comes Catiline. 
JHow does he brook his late repulfe.? 

Csef. I know not^ 
But hardly fure. 

Catu^ Longinus too did ftand ? 

Citf. At fim : but he gave way unto his friend. 

Catu. Who*s that come i Lentulus i 



^••^ 



They mufi fweat no lefs 



Vofit their PitopB rtx s s, than /' exprefs their parti,'] Having called 
theconful zn Herculean aStor in thefeene^ he continaes the metaphor in, 
terms taken from the ftage. AH necefiaries in the performance of 
a play, are called by the name of properties ; and the fenfe is, that 
it will coft him as much pains to get the proper implements and 
materials for his fcheme, as to a^ his own part in it. 

C-r/. 
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C^ef. Yes ; he is again 
Taken into the fenate. 
Ant. And made praetdn 

Catu. I know'L He had my fufirage, text tbfc ooiilalij 
C^fk Truei you were there, prince of thefenatei thdL 

S d E N fi II* 

tatiiint^ AntoniuSy Catulus^ Cafau Oiiffksi Lon^ams^ 

LenttduSk 

Cat. Hail noU efr Romans^ The moll l¥tirdiy coafuli 
I gratulate your honouf i 

Ant. I could with 
It had been happier, by your fellowfhip^ 
Moft noble Sergius, had ic pleasM the peopte. 

Cat. It did not pleafe the Gods, who inftruft thC 

[people: 
And their unaucftionM pleafurcs rhuft be fcrvVi, 
They know what's fitter for us than our fclvcs i 
And *twetc impiety to think againft them. 

Catu. You bear it rightly, Lucius > and it g^Uds mei 
To find your thoughts fo even. 

Cat. I (hall ftill 
Study to make them fuch to Rome, and heated. 
(I would withdraw with you a little, Julius. 

Caf. ril come home to you : CrafTus would not ha^you 
To fpeak to him ^fore Quintus Catulus. 

Cat. I apprehend you.) No, when they Ihall judg^ 
Honours convenient for me, I fhall have 'fern. 
With a full hand : I know it. In mean tinie» 
They are no lefs part of the commonwealth^ 
That do obey, than thofe that do command. 

Catu. O let me kifs your forehead, Luciuft« 
How are you wronged ! 

Cat. By whom ? 

Catu. Publick report 

Thac 
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(pver yott 0UC9 to ftomach your itpulfe^ 
And brook it detcflyi 

Cat. Sir, ffae brooks Hot mt* 
Believe me rather, and your felff how of iaafi i 
It is a kiod of daader to truft rumour. 

Cafu. I know it. And I could be angry with iti 

CaL So may not I. Where it concerns himfelf^ 
Who^s angry at a dander^ makes it true« 

Catu. Mod noble Sergius I this your timflef HitUt tne* 

Cra. Will you do office to the cooful^ Qulnfus i 

Caf. Which Cato$ and the rout have done the other? 

Catu. I wait« when he will go. Be ftill your felf. 
He wants no date, or honours, that hath virtue. 

Cat. Did lappear fo tame, as this man thinks me ? 
Looked I fi> poor ? fo dead ? {o like that nothing. 
Which he Calls virtuous ? O my bredik, break quickly \ 
And (hew my friends my in-parts, left they think 
I have betray'd 'em. 

{Lm. Where's Gabinius ? 

Jjttu Gone* 

Lm. And Varguntet us F 

Jjtn. Slipt away \ all flirunk 2 
Now that he mifs'd the confulihip.) 

Ci/. lam 
The fcom of bondmen, who are next to beai(s. 
What can I worfe pronounce myfelf, that's fitter { 
The owl of Rome, whom boys and<^rls will hoot I 
That wen I fet up for that wooden God, 
That keeps our gardens, could not fright the crows. 
Or the leaft bird from mucins on my head 1 

(Im. 'Tis ftrange how he Inoutd mifs it. 

Lm. Is't not (tranoer. 
The up ftart Cicero inould carry it fo. 
By all confents, from men fo much his mafters ?' 

JjfH. Tis true.) 

Cat. To what a fhadow am I melted t 

{Ij^n^ Antonius won it but by fome few voices.) 

Cat. 
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Car. struck through, like ^, ^d feel it riot. Mf 
Clofe fafter than they're inade« . [woondi 

(Len. The whole defign, ' 
And enterpHfe is loft by't. All handii ^uit itf 
Upon his faili) 

Cat. I grow iiiad at my patience^ 
it is a vtfor that hath poifon'd mt. 
Would it had burnt me up, and I died inward i 
My heiUt fifft turn'd to afhes. 

(Lon. Here's Gcthegus yet;) 

s c ^ N e ill. 

■ 

Catiline^ Cetbegus^ Lentulus^ Lonpnusy Catoi 

Cat. Repulie upon repdfe ? an in mate conful t 
That I could readi the ajtle, where the pins are. 
Which bolt this frame \ that I might pull 'em out^ 
And pluck all into Chaos, with my ielf. 

Cet. What, are we wifliing now i 

Cat. Yes, my Cethegus. 
Who ^ would not fall with all thd world about him i 

Cet. Not r, that would ftand on It, when it falls i 
And force new nature out to make another. 
Thefe wifliings tafte of t^oman, not of Romans 
Let us feck other arms. 

Cat. What fhould we do ? 

Cet. Do, and not wi(h ; fomethirigth^t wifKeStakeflOti 
So fudden, as the Gods fhould not prev6hti 
Nor fcarce have time to fear. 

Cat. O noble Caius ! 

Cet. It likes me better, that you are ttot cbnfuL 

i Wha tvouU not fall tvitb all fhi world atoui Um ^] 
— /7//r efi aw Jus fm/qvis nvn vuti 
lilundo fecum fereuntt mori. 

Sft«sciBThyeft. 

I would 
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I would not go through open doors» but break 'em } 
Swim to my ends through blood ^ or build a bridge 
Of carcailes ; ihake on upon the heads 
Of ^ men, ftruck down like piles ^ to reach th^ lives 
Of thofe remain and ftand : then is't a prey. 
When danger ftops^ and ruin makes the way ^. 

Cat. How thou doft utter me, brave Ibul, that may not 
At all times fliew fuch as I am, but bend 
Unto occadon * ? Lentulus, this man. 
If all our fire were out^ would fetch down new^ 
Out of the hand of Jove ; and rivet him 
To Caucafus^ fhould he but frown : and let 
His own gaunt eagle fly at him, to tire^ 



Or luilda BRIDCB 



Of carcafij } make on upon tht heads 

Of mim^ ftruck ioiwn Hkk pilei,] 1 have often bbfcrved that cdr- 
hiptions which leave fome fenfe, are more dangerous than when 
they torn the text into dircSt nonfenfe. This is the Cafe here : 
make on upon the hmdt is ienfe, hoc un^ubtedly the true reading it 
taakiome^ i. e. a bridge, Mr. Sewar1>. 

I would not be thought to detrafl from the merit of this ingenious 
tonjeftnre, by not correding the text as Mr. Seward prefcribes, 
becaafe the reading retained i^ exhibited by all the different editions : 
but it muft be owned, that an error in the firft copy may have been 
handed down thro* all the fubfequent ones. 

7 •• Thin is't a prey^ 

When danger ft ops ^ and ruin makes the *waj!\ This is very drongly 
exprefled : our author might haVe faid, and with a fpirxt of poetry 
too, nuhen nun marks the nva^. But the image here given is jnuch 
bolder. The very road they would march in ihou*d be formed out 
bf the ruins ind deflrndion they had fcattered round them. It feemt 
to be taken from a iimilar 6xpreffion in Lucan^ who afes it where 
he is givinff us the charader of Julius Csefar; 
— Lnpellins qmc^wdfihifianmapetenti 
Oiftaret, gaudenjque <uiamfecijfe ruina, L. I. Vef. 1 60. 

• — — But bend 

tJpoN occafton.^ The prefeht text, which is much the beft, is from 
Ac copy of 1616. 

9 jfndUt 

His own gaunt eagle Jh at him^ to tirb.] i. e. To tear him in pie^ 
•es : tire is a term i» uucoory. 

Vol. hi.' N Len. 
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Len. Peace, here comes Caca 

Cat. Let him come, and hear, 
I will no more diffemble. Quk us all ; 
I, and my lov'd Cethegus here, alone 
Will undertake this giants war, and carry it. 

Len. What needs this, Lucius ? 

Lon. Sergius, be more wary« 

Cat. Now, Marcus Cato, our ne# confutes Ipie^ 
What is your four aufterity fent t' explore ? 

Cato. Nothing in thee, licentious Catiline : 
Halters and racks cannot express from thee 
More than thy deeds. 'Tis only judgmenc waits thee; 

Cat. Whofe ? Cato's ? ffaall he judg^ me ? 

Cato^ No, the Gods ; 
Who ever follow thofe, they go not with : 
And fenate, who with fire mud purge fick Rome 
Of noiibme citizens, whereof thou art one. 
Be gone, or elfe let me. 'Tis bane to draw 
The fame air with thee. 

Cet. Strike him. 

Len. Hold, good Caius. 

Cet. Fearft thou not, Cato ? 

Cato. Ralh Cethegus, no. 
'Twere wrong with Rome, when Catiline and thou 
Do threat, if Cato fear'd. 

Cat. The fire you fpeak of. 
If any flame of it approach my fortimes, 
FU quench it not with water, but with ruin/ 

Cato. You hear this, Romans. 

Cat. Bear it to the conful. 

Cet. I would have fent away his foul before him. 
You are too heavy, Lentulus, and remifs ; 
It is for you we labour, and the kingdom 
Promised you by the Sibyls. 

Cat. Which his prsetorfhip. 
And fome fmall flattery of the fenate more. 
Will make him to forget. 

Ltm 
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Len. You wrong tne, Lucius. 

Lon. He will oot need theft fpurs* 

CeL The iftioD nftcds 'em; 
Thefe things when they proceed not, they go backward. 

Len. Let us confult then. 

Cet. Let us firft take artn^ 
They that deny us jufi things now, will give 
All that we aflt» if once they fee our fwords. [words.' 

Cat. Our objc£b muft be fought with wounds, not 

S C E N E IV. 

Ciceroj Fulvia. 

Ck. Is there a heaven ? and gods ? and can it be 
They fliould fo (lowly hcar> fo flowly fee 1 
Hath Jove no thunder ? or is Jove become 
Stupid as thou art, O near-wretched Rome ? 
When both thy fcnate, and thy Gods do fleep. 
And neither thine, nor their own dates do keep ! 
What will awake thee, heaven ? what can excite 
Thine anger, if this pradice be too light ? 
His former drifts partake of former times» 
But this laft plot was only Catiline's ; 
O, that it were his lail ! but he before 
Hath fafely done fo much, he^ll ftill dare more. 
Ambition, like a torrent, ne'er looks back ; 
And IS a fwelling, and the laft aflfedlion 
A high mind can put ofF: being both a rebel 
Unto the foul and rea(bn, and enforceth 
All laws, all confcience, treads upon religion^ 
And offereth violence to nature's lelf* 
But here is that tranfcends it ! A black purpofe 
To confound nature : and to ruin that. 
Which never age nor mankind can repair ! 
Sit down, good lady ; Cicero is loft 
In this your fable : for, to think it true 

N a Tempteth 
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Tempteth my reafon. It fo far exceeds t 

All infolent fidioDS of the tragick fcenel 
The commonwealth yet panting underneath 
The ftripea and wounds of a late civil war, 
Gafping for life, and fcarce reftor'd to hope ; 
To feek t'opprefs her with new cruelty. 
And utterly extinguiOi her long name. 
With fo prodigious and unheard of fiercenefs ! 
What finlc of monfters, wretches of loft minds. 
Mad after change, and defp'rate in their ftates. 
Wearied, and galPd with their neceffities, 
(For all this I allow them) durft have thought it ? 
Would not the barbarous deeds have been believ'd. 
Of Marius, and Sylla, by our children. 
Without this faft had rofe forth greater for them ? 
All that they did was piety to this ! 
They yet but murder'd kinsfolk, brothers, parents, 
Ravifh'dthe virgins, and perhaps fome matrons^ 
They left the city ftanding, and the temples : 
The Gods and majefty of Rome were fafe yet ! 
Thefe purpofe to Bre it, to defpoil them, 
(Beyond the other evils) and lay wafte 
The far-triumphed world : for unto whom 
Rome is too little, what can be enough P 

FuL *Tis true, my lord, I had the fame difcoude. 

Cic. And then, to take a horrid facramenc 
In human blood, for execution 
Of this their dire defign ; which might be called 
The height of wickednefe : but that, that was higher. 
For which they did it ? 

Ful. I afllire your lordi^ip. 
The extreme horrour of it almoft tum'd me 
To air, whenfirft I heard it; I was all 
A vapour when *twas tolfJ me : and I long'd 
To vent it any where. ' *Twas fuch a fecret, 
I thought it would have burnt me up, 

Cic. Good Fulvia, 

Feac 
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Fear not your a6l ; and lefs repent you of it. 

FuL I do not, my good lord. 1 know to whom 
Tvc uttcrM it, 

Cic. You have difcharg'd it fafely. 
Should Rome, for whom you 've done the happy fer- 
Turn moft ingrate 5 yet were your virtue paid [vice. 
In confcience of the h& : fo much good deeds 
Reward themfelves ! 

Ful. Mv lord, I did it not 
To any other aim, but for it felf ; 
To no ambition. 

Cic. You have learn'd the difference 
Of doing office to the ppblick weal. 
And private friendfhip : and have fhewn it, lady. 
Be fUl] your felf. I Ve fent for Quintus Curius, 
And (for your virtuous fake) if I can win him 
Yet to the commonwealth, he fhall be fafe too. 

Ful, rU undertake, my lord, he (ha)l be won. 

OV. Pray you join with me then, and help to work 

[him. 

SCENE V. 
Cuer0j USor^ Fuhia^ Curius, 

Ck. How now f Is he cohie ? 

Lis. He's here, my lord. 

Cic. Go prefently. 
Pray my collegue Antonius I may fpeak with hint, 
>\bout fome prefent bufinefs of the ftate ; 
And (as you go) call on my brother Quintus, 
And pray him, with the tribuoeS) to come to me« 
Bid Curius enter. Fulvra, you will aid me ? 

Ful. It is my duty. 

Cic. O, my noble lord ! 
I have to chide you, i^ faith. Give me your hand. 
Nay, be not troubled % 't (hall be gently, Curius. 
You look upon this lady ? what ! do you guefs 

N 3 My 
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My bufinefs yet ? come, if you frown, I thunder : 
Therefore put on ydur better ]oc^s and thoughts. 
There's nought but fair and good intended to you } 
And I would make thofe your complexion. 
Would you, of whom the fenatc had thac hope, 
As, on my knowledge, it was in their purpoic 
Next fitting to reftore you, as they had doive 
The ftupid and ungrateful Lentulus, 
(Excufe me, that I name you thus togetheft 
For yet you are not fuch) would you, I fay, 
A perfon both of blood and honour, ftock'd 
In a long race of vircuous anceftors. 
Embark your felf for fuch a heUifli aftion. 
With parricides and traitors, nren turn'd furies. 
Out of the wafte and ruin of their fortunes ? 
(For *tis defpair that is tSie mother of tnadneft.) 
Such as want (that which all confpirators 
But they have firft) mere colour for tbeir mifchicf ? 

0, I muft blufh with you. Come, you ihall not labour 
T* eictenuate your guilt, but quit it clean : 

Bad men excufe their faults, good men will leave 'em^ 
He a6ts the third crime, that defends the firft. 
Here is a lady that hath got the Hart 
In piety of us all, and for whofe virtue 
I could almoft turn lover again, but that 
Terentia would be jealous. What an honour 
Hath (he atchievcd to herfelf ! what voices. 
Titles, and loud applaufes will purfue her 
Through every ftreet ! what windows will befillVJ, 
To fhoot eyes at her ! what envy and grief in matrons, 
They are not (he ! when this her aft Ihall lecm 
Worthier a chariot, than if Fompey came 
With Afia chained ! all this is, while flie lives ; 
But dead, her very name will be a ftatue ! 
Not wrought for time, but rooted in the min^j 
Of allpoftcriry; when brafs and marble^ 

1, and the capitpl ttf^lf xs dgil { 

M 
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Ful. Your honour thinks too highly of me. 

CiV. No-, 
I cannot think enouah^ and I would have 
Him emulate you. Tis no fhame to follow 
The better precedent. She fliews you, Curius, 
What claim your country lays to you, and what duty 
You owe to it : be not afraid to break 
With m^rderers, and traitors, forthefaving 
A life fo near and necelTary to you. 
As is your country's. Think but on her right. 
No child can be too natural to his parent. 
She is our common mother, and doth challengie 
The prime part of us i do not ftop, but give it. 
He that is void of fear, may ibon be juft : 
And no religion binds men to be traitors. 

Ful. My u)rd, he underftands it, and will follow 
Your faving counfel ^ but hi& fhame yet ftays him. 
I know that he is coming. 

Cur. Do you know it i 

Ful. Yes, let me fpeak with you. 

Cur. O, you are * 

Ful. What am I ? 

Cur. Speak not fo loud.* 

Ful. I am what you fhould be. 
Come, do you think Td walk in any plot 
Where madam Semprooia ihould take place of me '% 
And Ful via come i* the rear, or o' the by ? 
That I would be her fecond, in a bufinefs. 
Though it might vantage me all the fun fees ? 

'° Came, do you think P 4 walk in of^ plot. 

Where madam Sempronia Jboitd take place of ««?.] Th« poet ia 
making Falvia difcover the plot to Cicero, oat of pique and jea- 
loafy to Sempronia, rather than afiedion to her country, is confifient 
in his charader, tho* hiftory does not appear to fumifh as with any 
fach fuggeftion. Falvia declared herfelf a rival of Sempronia, and 
therefore the hint given above, is very artfiilly infinuated to her lover* 
■ ■ " Servatur ai im$ 

^jtaUf ah incaefto proceferit. 

N 4 I^ 
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It w^ a filly phantTy of yours. Apply 
Your felf to me, and the conful, aiid be wife } 
Follow the fortune I have put you into : 
You may be fomething this way, and with fafety. 

Cic. Nay, I muft tolerate no whifperings, lady. 

FkL Sir, you may hear. I tell him, in the waj^ 
Wherein he was, how hazardous bis courfe was. 

Cic. How hazardous ? how certain to all ruin. 
Did he, or do yet any of them imagine 
The Gods would fleep to fuch a Stygian pra£Hce, 
Againft that commonwealth which they have founded 
With fb much labour, and like care have kept. 
Now near feven hundred years ? It is a " madneis. 
Wherewith heaven blinds *cm, when it would confound 
That they fhould think it. Come, my Curius, (em^ 
I fee your nature's rigfit ; you (hall no more 
Be mentioned with them : I will call you mine. 
And trouble this good fhame no farther. Stand 
Firm for your country, and become a man 
Honoured and lov*d. It were a noble life. 
To be found dead, embracing her. Know you 
What thanks, what t;itles, what rewards the fenate 
Will heap upon you, certain, for your fervicc ? 
Let not a defp'rate a£tion more engage you. 
Than fafety fhould ; and wicked friend (hip force. 
What honcfty and virtue cannot work. [counfcK 

ful. He tells you right, fweet friend ; *tis faving 

Cur. Moft noble conful, I am yours, and hers ; 
I mean, my country*s : you have form'd me new, 
Infpiring me with what I fhould he truly. 
And I entreat, my faith may not feem cheaper 
For fpringing out of penitcftcc. 

Cic. Good Curiusjj 

» » .. ■ // is a nuiinefsy 

WUrmwSth heaven hUnis Vw, nAihtn it vtnmld confoimd ^em ] From 
the Latin adage, 

Perdirf Qitof <vuh Jufttirt deni^tat ffiui. 
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It ftidll be dearer rather ; and becaufe 
I'd make it fuch, hear how I truft you more. 
Keep ftill your former face, and mix again 
T^ith thefe loft fpirits ; run all their mazes with *em i 
For fuch are treafons : find their windings out. 
And fubtle turnings, watch their fnaky ways. 
Through brakes and hedges, into woods of darknefi, 
^here they are fain to creep upon their breafts 
lo paths ne'er trod by men, but wolves and panthers. 
Learn, befide Catiline, Lentulus, and thofe 
Whofe names ) have, what new ones they draw in i 
Who elfe are likely ; what thofe great ones are 
They do not name i what ways they mean to take % 
And whither their hopes point, to war, or ruin 
By fome furprife. Explore all their intents i 
And what you find may profit the republick, 
Acquaint me with it, either by your felf. 
Or this your virtuous friend, on whom I lay 
The care of urging vou. I'll fee that Rome 
Shall prove a thankful and ^ bounteous mo|her. 
Be fecret as the night. 

Cur. And conftant, fir. 

Cic. I do not doubt it -, though the time cut oSt 
All vows. The dignity of truth is loft 
With much protefting. Who is there 1 this way 
Left you be feen and met. And when you come. 
Be this your token to this fellow. Light 'em. 

\He wbijpirs with bmK 

O Rome, in what a ficknefs art thou fallen ! 
How dangerous and deadly ! when thy head 
Is drown'd in fleep, and all thy body fev'ry ! 
No noife, no pulling, no vexation wakes thee, 
Thy lethargy is fuch : or if, by chance. 
Thou heav'ft thy eye-lids up, thou doft forget 
3ooner than thou wert told, thy proper danger. 
I did unreverendly, to blame the Gods, 
Who waHc for thee, though thou fnore to thy felf. 

b 
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Is it not ftrange, thou Ihould'ft be fo dtfim^d. 
And fo fecure ? but more, that the firft fym^tomi 
Of fuch a malady fliould not rife out 
From any worthy member, but a bafe 
And common ftrumpet» worthlels to be nam'd 
A hair, or part of thee"? Think, think, hereafter. 
What thy needs were, when thou mud ufe fuch means: 
And lay it to thy bread, how much tht Gods 
Upbr^d thy foul neglect of them, by making 
So vile a thing the author of thy fafety. 
They could have wrought by nobler ways, have (truck 
Thy foes with forked lightning, or rammed thunder ; 
Thrown hills upon 'em, in the aA s have fent 
Death, like a damp, to all their families ; 
Or caused their confciences to burft *em. But 
When they will fliew thee what thou art, and make 
A fcorntul difference 'twist their power and thee. 
They help thee by fuch aids as geefe and harlots. 
How now, what anfwer ? is he come i 

UH, Your brother 
Will ftraisht be here ; and your coUegue Antoaiua 
Said, coldly, he would follow me, 

C/>.I,that 
Troubles me fomewhat, and is worth my fear. 
He is a man 'gainft whom I muft provide. 
That (as he'll do no good] he do no harm. 

if H Ai R » 0r part of thee. ] There appears at iirft fight, no great tn- 
dignity in faying* (he was unworthy to be called a Ao/V, which indoed 
is ttfaally thought a grace and ornament to the body ; but we are to 
coniider under what denoknhiaQon the hair is placed, in the phyficai 
accounts of the body : it is there confidered as of excrementitioos 
growth, a part without any life, feeling, or fenfation. Of this 
kind is the following exprellion in Shakefpear: ** Your bedded hair« 
«* like life in excrements."' So that fayine, ihe was not worthy 
to be called a hair^ was regarding h^r as almoft deftitute of any 
feeling, or fympachy with the other parts of the body; or it S3ay fig- 
nify no more than to denote the inugnificancy of the informer. 

rle^ 



C A T I L I N fi. ao3 

He« though he be not of the plot, will like tt. 
And wifli it fhould proceed : for, unto men 
Preft with their wants, all change is ever welcome 
I moft with ofEces and patience win him* 
Make him by art, that which he is not born» 
A friend unto the publick, and beftow 
The province on him, which is by the fenate 
Decreed to me ^ that benefit will bind him. 
*Tis well, if fome men will do well for price j 
So few are virtuous when the reward's away. 
Nor muft I be unmindful of my private. 
For which I have call'd my brother, and the tribunes^ 
My kinsfolk, and my clients, to be near me. 
He that ftands up 'gainft traitors, and their ends. 
Shall need a double guard, of law, and friends : 
Efpecially in fuch an envious ftate. 
That fooner will ^ccufe the magiftrate. 
Than the delinquent i and will rather grieve 
The treafon is not a<5ted, than believe. 

SCENE VI, 

Cf/2rr, Catiline. 

Cr/!Thenightgrows on, andyou areioryourineetBig: 
rU therefore end in few. Be refolute. 
And put your enterprife in ad. The more 
Anions of depth and danger are confider'd, 
The lefs afluredly they are performed. 
And thence it happ*neth, that the braveft f)lots 
(Not executed ftraight) have been difcover*d. 
Say, you are conftant, or another, a third. 
Or more ; there may be yet one wretched fpirit. 
With whoni the fear of punifhment (hall work 
'Bove all the thoughts of honour and revenge. 
You are not now to think what's, beft to do. 
As in beginnings \ but wh«t rnuft be done, 

Being 
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Being thus entered ; and flip no advantage 

That may fecure you. Let 'cm call it mifchief : 

When it is paft, and profper*d, 'twill be virtue. 

They're petty crimes are puniQiM, great rewarded. 

Nor muft you think of peril, fince attempts 

Begun with danger, ftill do end with glory ; 

And, when need fpurs, defpair will be call'd wifdom. 

Lefs ought the care of men or fame to fright you ^ 

For they that win, do feldom receive Ihame 

Of viftory, howe'er it be atchiev'd 5 

And vengeance, lead. For who, befieg'd with wants. 

Would flop at death, or any thing beyond it ? 

Come, there was never any great thing yet 

Afpired, but by violence or fraud : 

And he that (licks (for folly of a confcience) 

To reach it 

Cat. Is a good religious fool." 

C^f. A fuperftitious flave, and will die bead. 
Good night. You know what CrafTus thinks, and I, 
By this. Prepare your wings as large as fails. 
To cut through air, and leave no print behind you* 
A ferpent, e're he comes to be a dragon. 
Does eat a bat ; and fo muft you a conful. 
That watches. What you do, do quickly, Sergius. 
You fhall not ftir for me. 

Cat. Excufe me. Lights there. 

Cdtf. By no means. 

Cat. Stay then. All good thoughts to Caefar. 
And like to CrafTus. 

Caf Mind but your friends counfels. 

Cat. Or I will bear no mind. 

'S Cat. L a g0oJ RBLiQious fioL"} It is probahle ihtt oar 
poec ufes the word religious in the lame fenfe the Romans affigned 
10 rtligiofw^ which was generally taken to fignify a fearful fuperftt- 
tioas perfon ; and fo Cxiar nnderlUnds him. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 

Catiline^ Aur^lia^ Lecca. 

Cat. How now, Aurclia ? 
Are your confederates come ? the ladies ? 
,^ur. Yes, 

Cat. And is Sempronia there ? 

jiur. She is. 

Cat. That's well. 
She has a fulph'rous fpirit, and will take 
Light at a fpark. Break with them, gentle love, 
About the drawing as many of their buibands 
Into the plot, as can ; if not, to rid *em. 
That'll be the eafier practice unto fome, * - 

Who have been tir'd with 'em long. SoUicit 
Their aids for money, and their fervants help. 
In firing of the city at the time 
Shall be defign'd. Promife 'em dates, and empires^ 
And men, for lovers> made of better clay 
Than ever the old potter Titan knew", 
Who's that ? O, Porcius Lecca ! are they met i 

Lee. They are all here. 

Cat. Love, you have your inftruflions : 
ril truft you with the ftufif you have to work on. 
You'll form it ? Porcius, fetch the filver eagle 
I gave ypu in charge ; and pray *em they will enter* 

>4 Ti»m ivir tht oU POB.TE R TttoM imw.'] The comxption* which 
runs thfoogh moft of the editions^ b eafily fet right ; and to my own 
conjedure I have that of Mr. Sympfon, as well at the Latin verfe 
from whence the ejcpreflion ii borrowed, 

^uos mehgrg httw Jmxit fr^tconUuTitoM* 

SCENE 
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CatilinCy Cetbegus^CuriuSyLentuluSy VargutUetUs^ LcnginkSf 
Gabiniusy Ceparitts^ Autromus^ ice. 

Cat. O friends, your faces glad me* This will be 
Our laft, I hope, of confultation. 

Cet. So it had need. 

Cur. We lofe occafion daily* 

Cat. I, and our means ; whereof one wounds me moft 
That was the faireft : Pifo is dead in Spain. 

Cet. As we are here. 

Lcn. And) as ^is thought, by enyy 
Of Pompey*s followers* 

Lett. He too*s coming back 
Kow out of Afia. 

Cat. Therefore, what we intend 
We muft be fwift in. Take your feats^ and hear* 
1 have already fent Septimius 
Into the Picene territory, and Julius, 
To raife force for us in Apulia ; 
Manlius at Fefulas is (by this time) up. 
With the okl needy troops that followed Sylla : 
And all do but expe6t when we will give 
The blow at home. Behokl this Glvtr eagle^ 
'Twas Marius' ftandard in the Cimbrian war. 
Fatal to Rome ; and as our augurs tell me. 
Shall dill be fo : for which one ominous caufis^ 
I've kept it fafe« and done it facred rites. 
As to a godhead, in a chapel built 
Of purpofe to it. Pledge then all your hands« 
To follow it, with vows of death and ruin. 
Struck (ilently and home. So waters fpeak 
When they run deepeft. Now's the time, this yetf » 
The twentieth from the firing of the capitol. 

As 
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As faut too €0 Rome, by aU predidions ; 
And in which honoured Lcntulus muft rife 
A king, if he purfue it. 

Cur. If he do not. 
He is not worthy the great deftiny. 

Len. It is too greic kt me ; but what tlie Gods 
And their ^eat loves decree me, I muft not 
Seem carelefs of. 

Cat. No, nor we envious. 
We have enough befide ; all Gallia, Belgia, 
Greece, Spain, and Africk* 

Cur. I, andAfiatoo, 
Now Pompey is returning. 

Caf. Nobleft Romans, 
Methinks our looks are not fo quick and high 
As they were wont. 

Cur. No ? whofe is not ? 

Cat. We have 
No anger in our eyes, no flx)rai, no lightning : 
Our hate is fpent, and fum'd away in vapour. 
Before our hands be at work : I can accufe 
Not any one, but all,, of flackneff . 

Cet. Yes, 
And be your felf fuch, while you do it. 

Cat. Ha? 
^is Itiarply anfwer'd, C^us. 

Cet. Truly, truly. 

Len. Come, let us each one know his part to do. 
And then be accused. Leave thefe untimely quarrels: 

C«r. I would there were more Romes than one to ruin: 

Cet. More Romes ? more worlds. 

Cur. Nav then, more Gods and natures* 
If they took part. 

Xtn. When (hall the time be, firft ? 

Cat. I think, the Saturnals. 

Cet. 'Twill be too long. 

Cat. They are not now far off, 'tis not a month. 

Da 
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jCet A week, a day, an hour is too far oflTl 
Now were the fitteft time. 

Cat. We have not laid -^ 

All things fo fafe and ready. 

€et. While we arc layings 
We Ihail all lie and grow to earth. Would f 
Were nothing in it, if not now. Thefe things 
They fhould be done, e're thought. 

Cat. Nay, now your reafon 
Forfakes you, Caius. Think but what commodity 
That time will minifter ; the city's cuftom 
Of being then in mirth and feaft- 

Len. Loos'd whole 
In pleafure and fccurity ^ 

jitnt.'l£,2c\i houfe 
Refolv*d in freedom 



Cur. Ev'ry flave a matter- 



L^n. And they too no mean aids ■ ■ ■ 

Cut. Made from their hope 
Of liberty 

Len. Or hate unto their lords. 

Var. 'Tis fure, there cannot be a tiaie found out 
More apt and natural. 

Len. Nay, good Cethegus, 
Why do your paflions now difturb our hopes ? 

Cet. Why do your hopes delude our certainties ? 

Cat. YoM mutt lend him hiswayi Think for theorder^ 
And procefs of it. 

Lon. Yes. 

I.^. Hike not fire; 
*Twill too much watte my city. 

Cat. Wire it embers. 
There will be wealth enough, rakM out of them. 
To fpring a-new. It mutt be fire, or nothing. 

Lon. What elfe fhould fright or terrify 'em ? 

Var. True. 

In that confufion mutt be the chief fiaughttr« 

Cur. 
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Cur. Then wc Ihall lull 'em braveft. 

Cep. And in heaps. 

jiui. Strew facrinces. 

Cur. Make the earth an altan 

Jjm. And Rome the fire. 

Ltc. 'Twill be a noble nichn 

Far. And worth all Sylla^ day^. 

Cur. When hufbands, wives, 
Grandfires, and nephews, fervants, and their lordfi^ 
Virgins, and priefts, the infant, and the nurfe. 
Go all to hell together in a fleet. 

O/. I would have you, Longinus, and Statilius^ 
To take the "charge o' the firing, which muft be, 
At a fign given with a crumpet, done 
In twelve chief places of the city at once* 
The flax and fulphur are already laid 
In at Cethegus' houfe ) fo are the weapons. 
Gabinius, you, with other force, (hall Hop 
The pipes and conduits, and kill thofe that come 
For water. 

Cur. What (hall 1 do ? 

Gf/« All will have 
Employment, fear not : ply the execution. 

Cur. For that, truft me, and Cethegus* 

Cat, I will be « 

At hand with the army, to meet thofe that '(cape : 
And Lentulus, begirt you Ponipey^s houfe. 
To feize his fons alive ; for they are they 
V/iuA make our peace with him. All elfe cut ofi^. 
As Tarquin did the poppy-heads, or mowers 
A field of thiftles ; or elfe, up, as plows 
Do barren lands, and (Irike together flints 
And clods, th' ungrateful fenate and the people \ 
Till no rage gone before, or coming after. 
May weigh with yours, though horror leaped her(clf 
Into the (cale ; but, in your violent a£ls, 
The fall of torreats* and the noife of tempe(ts. 

Vol. IIL O Th 
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The boiling of Charybdis, the feas wildnefi. 
The eating force of flames, and wings of windsy 
Be all out-wrought by your tranfcendent furies. 
It had been done ere this, had I been confu! ; 
We had had no ftop, no let. 

Len. How find you Antonlus ? 

Cat. TW other has won him, loft: diatCiceit) 
Was born to be my oppofition, 
And ftands in all our ways. 

Cur. Remove him firft. 

Cet. May that yet be done fooner ? 

Cat. Would it were done. 

Cur. Var. PIl do*t. 

Ctt. It is my province ; none ufurp it. 

hen. What are your means ? 

Ctt. Enquire not. He (hall die. 
Shall, was too flowly faid. He*s dying. That 
Is yet too flow. He*s dead. 

Cat. Bfave, only Roman, 
Whofe foul might be the world*s foul, were that dying j 
Refufe not yet the aids of thefe your friends. 

2>». Here's Vargunteius holds good quarter with hinu 

Cat. And under the pretext of clientele. 
And vifitation, with the morning hail. 
Will be admitted. 

Cet. What is that to me ? 

Var. Yes, we may kill him in his bed, and fafely. 

Cet. Safe is your way then, take it. Mine's mine own* 

Cat. Follow him, Vargunteius, and perfuade. 
The morning is the fitteft time. 

hon. The night 
Will turn all into tumult. 

Len. And perhaps 
Mifs of him too. 

Cat. Entreat and conjure him 
In all our names 

.1^. By all our vows and friendmJps. 

SCENE 
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SCENE DC. 

Semprtmiai Jurelia^ Fulvia. \Xothm.'\ 

Sem. What ! is our council broke up firft P 

Aur. You lay. 
Women are neateft talkers* 

Sem. We nave done. 
And are now fit for aftion. 

Lon. Which is paflion. 
There is your bcft aftivity, lady. 

Sem. How 
Knows vour wife fatnefs that ? 

Lm. Your mother^s daughter 
Did teach me, madam. 

Cat. Come Sempronia, leave him ; 
He is a giber ; and our prefent bufinefs 
Is of more ferious coniequence. Aurelii 
Tells me, youVe done moil mafculinely within^ 
And playM the orator. 

Sem. But we mud haften 
To our delign as welU and execute ; 
Not hang ftill in the fever of an accident* 

Cat. X ou fay well, lady. 

Sem. I do like our plot 
Exceeding well ; 'tis fure, and we ihall leave 
Little to fortune in it. 

Cat. Your banquet days. 
Aurelia, take her in. Where's Fulvia ? 

Sem. O, the two lovers are coupling. 

Cur. In good faith. 
She's very ill with fitting up. 

Sem. You'ld have her 
Laugh, and lie down? 

FuL N09 faith, Sempronia^ 
I am not well : Til take my leave, it d^aws 

O 2 Toward 
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Toward the morning. Curius fliall day with you. 
Madam, 1 pray you pardon me : my health • 
I muft refped. 

jlur. Farcwel, gpod Fulvia, 

[ Curius wbifpers this to Fuhna. 

Cirr.Make haile, and bid him gee his guards about him: 
For Vargunteius and Cornelius 
Have undertaken it> Ihould Cethegus mifs : 
Their reafon, that they think his open raihnefs 
Will fuffcr eaficr difcovcry 
Than their attempt, fo veiled under friendfliip. 
ril bring you to your coach. Tell him, bende. 
Of Cselar*s coming forth herc,^ 

CaL My fweet madam, 
Will you be gone ? 

Ful, I am, my lord, in truth, 
In fome indifpofition. 

Cat. Idowifli 
You had all your health, fweet lady. Lentulgs, 
YouM! do her fervice. 

Len. To her coach, and duty. 

SCENE X. 
Catiline folus. 

ft 

Cat^ What minifters men muft for praAice ufe ! 
The ra(h, th* ambitious, needy, defperate^ 
Foolifh, and wretched, e'en the dregs of mankind. 
To whores and women ! ftill it muft be fo« 
Each have their proper place, and in their rooms 
1 hey are the beft. Grooms (itteft kindie fires. 
Slaves carry burdens, butchers are for flaughters^ 
Apothecaries, butlers, cooks, for poifbns ; 
As thefe for me : dull ftiipid Lentulus, 
My ftale, with whom I ftalk ; the ralh Cethegus, 
My exccuticHier ^ and fat Longinus, 

Statilios^ 
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Stacilius, Curius, Ceparius, Cimber» 

My labourers, pioneers, and incendiaries ! * 

With thefe domeftick traitors, bofom thieves. 

Whom cuftom hath cali'd wives ^ the readied helps 

To betray heady hufbands, ^ rob the eafy, 

A'nd lend the moneys on returns of iuft. 

Shall Catiline not do now, with thefe aids^ 

So fought, fo forted, fomething (hall be call*d 

Their labour, but his profit ? and make Casfar 

Repent his venturing counfels to a (pirit 

So much his lord in mifchief ? when all thefe 

Shall like the brethren fprung of dragons teeth. 

Ruin each other, and he fall amongft *em. 

With Craflus, Pompey, or who elfe appears 

But like, or near a great one. May my brain 

Refolve to water, and my blood turn phlegm. 

My hands drop ofF, unworthy of my fword. 

And that b'infpired of itfelf to rip 

My breaft for my loft entrails, when I leave 

A foul that will not ferve ; and who will, are 

The fame with flaves, fuch day 1 dare not fear. 

The cruelty I mean to a£b, I wilh 

Should be call'd mine, and tarry in my name ; 

Whilft after-ages do toil out themfelves . 

In thinking for the like, but do it lefs : 

And were the power of all the fiends let loofe. 

With fate to boot, it (kould be ftill example. 

When, what the Gaul or Moor could not effedl. 

Nor emulous Carthage, with their length of fpighti 

Shall be (he work of one, and that my night.'^ 

O3 SCENE 

'* ^ ■ ■ The readitft Mps 

70 B STRAY HBADY hujhifndsj] T givc the tevt Ell fin3 it in th« 
edit, of 1640, and the following copies : but the firft folio reads ; 
■ ■ ' ' *Tbf rtaduft helps 
To ftrangle head-ftrong hujhandt ■■ 
•^ ^hall he the <work of one, mtd that ntf twOHT.] That i$, the de- 
ftardlion (hall all be executed in one iiogle nighty whicd ihaU after*^ 

wards 
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SCENE XI. 



[Quintus? 

Cic. I thank your vigilance. Whereas my brother 
Call all my iervants up. Tell noble Curivis» 
And fay it to yourfelf, you are my favers : 
But that's too little for you ; you are Rome's. 
What could I then hope lefs ? O brother ! now 
The engines that I told you of are workings '^ 
The machine 'gins to move. Where are your weapons? 
Arm all my houfhold prefently, and charge 
The porter, he let no man in till day; 

^i. Not clients, and your friends ? 

Cic. They were thofe names. 
That come to murder me. Yet fend for Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus \ thofe I dare trufb : 
And Flaccus, and Pompcinius^ the praetors. 
By the back way. 

^/. Take care, good brother M^cus, 
Tour fears be not torm'd greater than they ihould \ 
And make your friends grieve, while your enemies 

[jaugh^ 

Cic. 'Tis brother's counfel, and worth thanks. But dq 
As I entreat you. I provide, not fipar. 
Was Caefar there, fay you ? 

wards take its name from me. He faid juft before^ 

" The cruelty I mean to ad, I wifli 

** Should be caird mine, and tarry in my name.** 
AndLecca in the laft fcene but one, fays, ** It will be a noble mghty- 
There is therefore no neceffity , I think, tp' alter the prefent reading 
for that fuggeiled by a learned critic, which here follows : 

Shall bi the nvork of one^ and that my right, 
*7 The engines ItoU y9u of are 'working,'] A ly liable is wanting tc^ 
perfed the metre : we muft either read tnen» 

Thi engineers I told you of are 'working.^ 
Or ^ I have igpplied the dcfed above. 
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FuL Ctiiius faysy he met him 
Coming from thence. 

Cic. O, fo. And had you a council 
Of ladies too ? who was your fpeaker) madam ? 

FuL She that would be, had there been forty more i 
Sempronia, who had both her Greek and figures^ 
And ever and anon would aflc us if 
The witty conful could have mended that. 
Or orator Cicero could have faid it better f 

Cic. She is my gentle enemy. Would Cethegus 
Had no more danger in him. But my guards 
Are you, great powers, and th' unbated ftrengths 
Of a firm confcience, which (hail artp each ftep 
Ta'en for the ftate ; and teach me flack no pace 
For fear of malice. How now, brother ? 

^ui. Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus were coming to you. 
And Crafius with 'em. I have let *em in 
hy th' garden. 

Cic. What would Craflus have ? 

^/. I hear 
Some whifpering *bout the gate^and making doubt 
Whether it be not yet too early, or no ? 
But I do think, th\y are your friends and clients. 
Are fearful to diftiirb you. '• 

Cic. You will change 

T' another thought anon. Have you giv'n the porter 
The charge I will'd you ? 

^/. Yes. 

Cic. Withdraw and hearken. 

'• Thy art yrni^ friends out di$nU^ 
A R ^fiMfd fo dijturtyou.] I have riven the text as I find It re* 
peieaied in all the editxoa« ; bot Mr. S^mpfon imariof s it would 
pe better to read 

Anifiar/ul to dsfturb yon. 

O4 SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

VargunteiuSy Cornelius ^ Porter^ Gcero^ Cato^ Catstkfp 

Craffus. 

Varg. The door's not open yet. 

Cor. You were beft to knock. 

Var. Let them ftand clofe then i andt when we are in, 
Ri|{h after us. 

Cor. But Where's Cethegus ? 

Far. He 
Has left it, fince he might not do*t his wa^, 

Por. Who's there ? 

Var. A friend, or more* 

Per. I may not let 
Any man in, till da^, 

Var. No ? why ? 

Cor. Thy reafon ? 

Por. I am commanded fo. 

Far. By whom ? 

Cor. I hope 
We are not difcover'd. 

Var. Yes, by revelation ♦ 
Pr'ythce, goodflave, who has commanded thee ? 

Por. He that may beft, the confuU 

Var. We are his friends, 

Por. All's one. 

Cor. Beft give your name. 

Var . Doft thou bear, fellow ? 
I have fome inftant bufinefs with the conful. 
My name is VarKunteius. 

C/V. True, he knows it, [Cicero /peaks to tbemfrM^ 
And for what friendly office you arc fent. ^^hve. 

Cornelius too is there ? 

Var. We are bctray'd. 

CiV« And defperate Cethegiis, is he not? 
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Var. Speak you* he knows my voice. 

Cic. What fay you to*t ? 

Or, You arc dccciv'dt fir. 

OV. No, 'tis you are fo ; 
Poor miikd men. Your ftatcs are yet worth pity. 
If you would hear, and change your favage minds. 
Leave to be mad \ forfake your purpofes 
Of treafon, rapine, murder, fire, and horror: 
The commoQweaith hach eyes, that wake as (harply ^ 
Over her life, as yours do for her ruin. 
Be not deceived, to think her lenity 
Will be perpetual \ or, if men be wanting. 
The Gods will be, to fuch a calling caule. 
Confider your attempts, and while there's time. 
Repent you of 'em. It doth make me tremble. 
There lliould thofe fpirits yet breathe, that when they 
Live honeftly, would rather pcrifli bafely. (cannot 

OitoXoM talk too much to 'em, Marcus, they are loft. 
Go forth, and apprehend 'em. 

Catu. If you prove 
This praftice, what Ihould let the commonwealth 
To talce due vengeance ? 

Var. Let us (hift, away. 
The darknefs hath conceal'd us yet. We'll fay, 
Some have abus'd our names. 

Cur. Deny it alL [tribunes aid, 

Cato. Quintus, what guards have you ? call the 
And raife the city. Conful, you *tt too mild. 
The foulnefs of lome fads takes thence all mircy. 
Report it to the fenate. Hear 1 the Gods 

[// thunders and lightms vioUntfy en afnddin. 
Grow angry with your patience. 'Tis tl^ir care. 
And muft be yours, that guilty men efcape not. 
A9 crimes do grow, Juftice fhould rouic it felf« 

CHa- 
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CHORUS. 

•* TT7HAT is it, heavens, you prepare 

**^ yV With fo much fwiftnefs, and to fudden rifing ? 

^^ There are no ibm of earth tb^ ^^fft^ 

^^ Again, rebellion ; or the Gods furpriQng^ 
^* The world doth (hsJce, an4 nature fears } 

** Yet is the tumult, and the horror greater 
^^ Within our minds, than in our ears : [threat her. 

^^ So much Rome^s faults (now grown her f%ce) do 
^^ The priefts and people run about, 

^^ Each order, age, and fex amazM at other ^ 
^* And at the ports all thronging out» 

*« As if their fafety were to quit their mother : 
•* Yet find they the fame dangers there, 

•* From which they make fuch haftc to be preferved : 
** For guilty ftates do ever bear 

•' The plagues about them which they have deferred, 
*' And till thofc plagues do get above 

^^ The mountain of our faults, and there do fit, 
** We fee *em not. Thus ftjll we love 

** Th* evil we do, until we fuffer it. 
<' But mofl, ambition, that near vice 

*' To virtue, hath the fate of Rome provoked j 
•• And made that now Rome's felf no price 

** To free her from the dqath whe]:ewith (he's yoked* 
« That reftlefs ill that ftill doth build 

•* Upon fuccefs, and ends, not in afpiring i 

But there beglX)6, and ne*er is fiU'd 
While Ought remains that feems but worth defiring. 

Wherein the thought, unlike the eye. 

To which things far feem fcns^Uer than they aret 
«' Deems {^11 cgntentipent plac*d on high j 

*' And thinks there's nothing great but what is far, 
^ 0» that in time Rome did not caft 

** Her 
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*> Her errors up, this fortune to prevent '^ j 
•* T* have fccn her crimes ere they were paft, 
^* And felt her faults before her punimment, 



ACT IV. SCENE I, 

Allobroges. 
Divers Senators pafs by^ quaking and trembUng. 

/(Soi.^^AYi thcfe men fear, who are not only ours, 
\^ But the worIc|*s matters? Then I fee the Gods 
Upbraid our fufPrings, or would humble them. 
By fending thefe affrights while we are here. 
That we might laugh at their ridiculous fear, 
Whofe names we trembled at beyond the Alps. 
Of all that pafs, I do not fee a face 
Worthy a man ; that dares look up, and (land 
One thunder out : but downward all, like beafts. 
Running away from ev'ry flaQi is made. 
The falling world could not defcrve fuch bafenefs. 
Are we employed here by our mifcries, 
Like fuperftitious fools (or rather (laves) 
To plain our griefs, wrongs and opprelHons, 
Tq ' a mere clothed fpnate, whom our folly 

Hath 

^9 Of that h tinu Rome did not caft 

Her errors up^ this fortune to pre<vent,'] Perhaps, fay« Mr, 
fiympfony misfortune to frevent : tho% u lie adds, Spenfer has the 
yiQi& fortune in a fenfe congruoas to this place, and that izftroke: 

** fiat Cambeirs fate th^t fortune did prevent.'^ 
i. e. Stroke, which would have ended his life. And tho* this is an 
iinufiiai fenfe of the word, yet it is clailical, as rvxn is both fortune^ 
and zftroke ii^ Homer. I have forbore an alteration of the words, 
l>ecaufe' fortune and misfortune are ufed indifferently, to il^nify any 
calamity or un}ucky accident. 

' To plait^ our griefs^ nvrptgs and oppreffons^ 

To a MERE CLOTHED SENATE.] Mere clot bed Jenoto U fenfe; it 
inay fignify 2ifeuatf wlvpfe ro^cs alone diftinguifli |hem from the 

lowcft 
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Hath made, and (till intends to keep, our tyrants? 
It is our bafe petitionary breath 
^hat blows 'em to this greatneis ; which this prick 
Would (bon let out, if we wcrt bold as wretched. * 
When they have taken all we have, our goods. 
Crop, lands and houfes, they will leave us thi« : 
A weapon and an arm will dill be found, 
Tho* naked left, and lower than the ground. 

S C E N E II. 

Cato^ Catulus^ Cicero^ AUobroges. 

Cato. Do; urge thine anger ft ill, good heav'n and jull! 
Tell guilty men what powers are above them. 
In fuch a confidence of wickednefs, 
*Twas time they Ihould know fomethine fit to fear. 

Catu, I never faw a morn more full or horror. 

Caio. To Catiline and his :. but to juft men, 
Tho* heaven (hould fpcak with all his wrath at once. 
That with his breath the hinges of the world 
Did crack, we fhould ftand upright, and unfear*d. 

Cic. Why fo we do, good Cato. Who be thefc ? 

Catu. AmbaflTadors from the AUobroges, 
I take 'em, by their habift. 

^Icb. I, thefe men 
Seem of another race •, let's fue to thefc. 
There's hope of juftice with their fortitude. 

loweft reptiles on earth. But yet I believe this has esidaded a more 
poetical reading. The ambailador was amazed at the timidity of 
the fenatorsy and therefore would naturally defpife himfelf and 
countrymen for continuing vafTals to ^ fear clothed fenate \ i« e. to 
a fenate whofe fears enwrapt them more than their furs. I propofe 
t lit only as a conje^lure, not a neceffary change. Mr. Sewarp. 
* — If otY *were bold and nvretched,] I have altered the con- 
jpndlive particle ro as, in which I have the concurrence both of 
Mr. Seward and Mr. Sympfon ; who equally conjedured the iame 
a» the julleft and eaiiefl reading. 

C/V. 
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GV. Friends of the fen ate, and of Rome, to-day 
We pray you to forbear us : on the morrow. 
What fuit you have, let us, by Fabius Sanga, 
( Whofc patronaee your ftatc doth ufe) but know it, 
And on theconfuKs word, you fhall seceive 
Difpatch, or elfe an anfwer worth your patience. 

Alloh. We could not hope for more, moft worthy 
This magiftrate hath ftruck an awe into me, [conful. 
And by his fweetnefs won a more regard 
Unto his place, then all the bolft'rous moods 
That ignorant greatnefs pradtifeth, to fill 
The large unfit authority it wears. 
How eafy is a noble fpirit difcern'd 
From har(h and fulphurous matter, that flies out 
In corrtumelies, makes a notfe, and ftinks ! 
May we find good and great men : that know how 
To (loop to wants and meet neceflities. 
And will not turn from any equal fuits. 
Such men, they do not fuccour more the caufe ^ 

They Undertake with favegr and fuccefs. 
Than by it their own judgments they do raife. 
In turnipg juft mens needs into their praife, 

S C E N E m. 

r 

S^bi Senate. 

Vt£. Room for the confuls. Fathers, take your places*^ 
Heqs in the houfc of Jupiter the (layer, 
By edi£t from the conful, Marcus Tullius, 
You^re mer, a frequent fenate. Hear him fpeak " .^ 

GV« What may be happy and aufpicious ftill 
To Rome and hers. Honour'd and confcript fathers. 
If I were (ilcnt, and that all the dangers 
Threatening the ftate and you, were yet fo hid 
In night, or darkncfs thicker in their breads, 
That are the black contrivers ; fo that no 

Beam 
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Beam of the light could pierce *em ; yet the yoic6 

Of heaven, this morning, hath fpoke loud enough 

T' inftru£t you with a feeling of the horror. 

And wake you from a Qeep as ilark as death. 

I have of late fpoke often in this fenate 

Touching this argument, but ftill have wanted 

Either your ears or faith ; fo incredible 

Their plots have feem'd, or I fo vain, to make 

Thefe things for mine own glory and falie greatnefi^ 

As hath been given out. But be it fo. 

When they break forth, and (hall declare themfelves 

By their too foul eflfeAs, then, then the envy 

Of my juft cares will find another name. 

For me, I am but one, and this poor life. 

So lately aini'd at, not an hour yet fmce, 

They cannot with more eagernefs purfue. 

Than I with gladnefs would lay down and lofe. 

To buy Rome's peace, if that would purchafe iL 

But when I fee they'ld make it but the ftep 

To more and greater ; unto yours, Rome's, all i 

I would with thofe preferve it, or then falL 

C^tf. I) I9 let you alone, cunning anificer t 
Sec how his gorget peers above his gown. 
To tell the people in what danger he was^ 
It was abfurdly done of Vargunteius, 
To name himfclf before he was got in. 

Cra. It matters not, fo they deny it all t 
And can but carry the lie conftantly. 
Will Catiline be here ? 

Caf. I have fent for him. 

Cra. And have you bid him tO be confident^ 

C^/ To that his own ncceffity will prompt him. 

Cra. Seem to believe nothing at all that Cicero 
Relates us. • 

Caf. It will mad him. '^ 

[^intus Ckero brings in tb$ trihtmis and guards. 

Cra. O, and help 

The 
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The other party. Wlio is that ? his brother ? 
What new int^ligence has he brought him now ? 

Cr/! Some cautions from his wife^ how to behave him« 

Cic. Plaoe feme of them without, and fome bring in. 
Thank their kind loves. It is a comfort yet, 
That all depart not from their country's caufe. 

Citf. How now, what means this mufter, conful 
Antonius i 

Ant. I do not know« aflc my collcgue, he'Jl tell you» 
There is fome reafon in Hate that I muft yield to ; 
And I have promised him : indeed he has bought it. 
With giving me the province. 

Cic. I profefs. 
It grieves me, fathers^ that I am compelled 
To draw thefe arms, and aids for your defence ; 
And more, againft a citizen of Rome, 
Born here amongft you, a patrician, 
A man, I muft confefs, of no mean houfe. 
Nor no fmall virtue, if he had employed 
Thofe excellent gifts of fortune, and of nature. 
Unto the good, not ruin, of the ftate. 
But being bred in's father's needy fortunes. 
Brought up in*s lifter's proftitution. 
Confirmed in civil flaughter, entring firft 
The commonwealth, with murder of the gentry 5 
Since, both by ftudy and cuftom converfant 
With all licentiou&efs, what could be hop'd 
In fuch a field of riot, but a courie 
Extreme pernicious ? tho* I muft proteft, 
I found his mifchiefs fooner with mine eyes 
Than with my thought; and with thefe hands of mine, 
Before they touched at my fufpicion. 

def. What. are his mifchiefs, conful ? you declaim 
Againft his manners, and corrupt your own : 
No wife man fhould, for hate of guilty men, 
Lofe his own innocence. 

Cic. The noble Cacfar 

Speaks 
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Speaks Godlil^e truth. But when he hears I<rait 
Convince him, by his manners, of his mifchiefsy 
He might be filent ; and not caft away 
His fentences in vain, where they fcarce look 
Toward his fubje6t. 

Caio. Here he comes himfelf. 
If he be worthy any good man's voice. 
That good man fit down by him : Cato will not. 

[Catiline Jits down^ and Caio rifes/rom bifiu 

Catu. If Cato leave him. Til not keep afide. 

Cat. What face is this the fenate here puts on 
Againft me, fathers ? give my modefty 
Leave to demand the caufe or fo much ftrangpneft. 

Cr/ It is reported here, you are the head 
To a flrange faAion, Lucius. 

C/V. I, and will 
Be proved againft him* 

Cat. Let it be. Why, conful. 
If in the commonwealth there be two bodies. 
One lean, weak, rotten, and that hath a head f 
The other ftrong and healthful, but hath none i 
If I do give it one, do I offend ? 
Reftore your felves unto your temper, fathers } 
And, without perturbation, hear me fpeak. 
Remember who I am, and of what place* 
What petty fellow this is that oppofes •» 
One that hath exercis'd his eloquence 
Still to the bane of the nobility : 
A boafting infolent tongue-man. 

Cato. Peace, lewd traitor. 
Or wafh thy mouth. He is an honeft maii« 
And loves his country ; would thoudidft fo toot 

Cat. Cato, you are too zealous for him^ 

Cato, No ; 
Thou art too impudent. 

Catu. Catiline, be filent. 

Cat. Nay then, I eafily fear, my }u ft defence 

Will 
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^Vill coofie too late to ib much prejudice ! 

{Qef. WiU he fit down ?) 

Cat. Yet let the world forfake me^ 
My innocence muft not. 

Cato. Thou innocent ? 
So are the furies. 

Gc. YeS) and Ate too. 
Doft thou not blufh, pernicious Catiline ? 
Or bath the palenefs of thy guilt drunk up 
Thy blood, and drawn thy veins as dry of that 
As is thy heart of truth, thy breaft of virtue } 
Whither at length wilt thou abufe our patience ? 
Still fhall thy fury mock us ? to what licence 
Pares thy unbridled boldnefs run it felf ? 
Do all the nightly guards^ kept on the palace. 
The city's watches, with the people's fears. 
The concourfe of all good men, this fo flrong 
And fortified feat here of the fenate. 
That prefent looks upon thee, ftrike thee nothing ? 
Doft thou not feel thy counfels all laid open ? 
And fee thy wild confpiracy bound in 
With each man's knowledge ? which of all this order 
Canft thou think ignorant (if they will but utter 
Their confcience to the right) of what thou didft 
Laft night, what on the former, where thou wert. 
Whom thou didft call together, what your plots were ? 
O age and manners ! this the conful fees, 
The fenate underftands, yet this man lives 1 
Lives.? I, and comes here into counfelwith us \ 
Partakes the publick cares : and with his eye 
Marks and points out each man of us to Daughter. 
And we, good men, do fatisfy the ftate, 
If we can fiiun but this man's fword and madiiefs. 
There was that virtue once in Rome, when good vntxi 
Would, with more ftiarp coercion, have reftrain'd 
A wicked citizen, than the deadlieft foe. 
We have that law ftill, Catiline, for thee j 

Vol. III. P An 
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An ad as grave^ as (haip: the ftate's not wantiiigt 

Nor the authority of this feoaoe ; we> 

We that are conful3» onlf fail our felves. 

This twenty days the edge of that decree 

We have let dull and ruft ; kept it (hut up. 

As in a (heath, which drawn, (hould take thy hcad« 

Yet dill thou liv^ft : and liv*ft not to lay by 

Thy wicked confidence, but to confirm it. 

I could defire, grave fathers, to be found 

Still merciful) to feem, in thefe main perils 

Grafping the ftate, a man remils and flack; 

But theal (hould condemn my ielf of floth 

And treachery. Their camp's in Italy, 

PitchM in the jaws here of Hetruria ; 

Their numbers daily increafing, and their general 

Within our walls : nay, in our counfel, plotting 

Hourly fome fatal mifchief to the publick. 

If, Catiline, I (hould command thee now. 

Here to be taken, kill'd; I makejuft doubt. 

Whether all good men would not think it don» 

Rather too late, than any man too cruel. 

Caio. Except he were of the fame meal and batch. 

Cic. But that which ought to have been done long 
I will, (and for good reafon) yet forbear. [fince. 

Then will I take thee, when no man is found 
So lo(t, fo wicked, nay, fo like thy felf. 
But (hall profefs, 'tis done of need and right. 
While there is one that dares defend thee, live ; 
Thou (halt have leave, but (b as now thou liv'ft ^ 
Watch'd at a hand, befieged, and oppreft * 
From working lea(l commotion to the ftate. 
I have thofe eyes aad ears (hall (lill keep guard. 
And fpial on thee, as they Ve ever done. 



s WatcFd ai a handy hefiegti^ and oppreft.'] Cicero^s words 
timhi$ meiset firms prafidits ohfeffiis. If this be the poet^s tranfUdoa 
of thefe words, *tis a very bad one. 1 read then, watch'd at dl 
bands, Mr, Stmpsoii. 

And 
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And thou ixX ftci it. What then canft thou hope i 

If neither night can with her darkneis hide 

Thy wicked raeetings^ nor a private houfe 

Can in her walls contain the guilty whifpers 

Ot lixf cooTpfracy : if ail br^ out^ 

All be-, difcover^dy change thy mind at lafV, 

And lofe thy thoughts of ruin, flame and flaughter. 

Remember how I told here to the ienate^ 

That fuch a day thy H&or, Caius Manlius, 

Would be in arms. Was I deceived, Catiline» 

Or in the fad, or in the time I the hour ? 

I told too in this ienate, that thy purpofe 

Was on the fifth * o* th* kalends of November 

T' have flaughter'd this whole order : which my cau« 

Made many leave the city. Canft thou here [tion 

Deny, but this thy black defign was hindered 

That very day by me ? thy fclf clos*d in 

Within my ftrehgths, fo that thou could'ft not move 

Againft the puUick weal ' ? when thou wert heard 

To fay upon the parting of the reft. 

Thou would'ft content thee with the murder of us 



Thypvrfofi 



Wiuonthi fifth (THE KALBNDs) •/ Novtmlftr 

*rbtpotJlaugbterd this wbQli order J] Tally's words are, Dtxi ep 
idem in fenatUf cadem ii oftimatum contuUJfe in ante diem v. keUend. 
Novembr. So that we have here a flight miftake in the text, fhi 
kaUndt o( a months at every one knows, are the firft day of the 
month. So that theffifth, ^nd the kalends of November cannot pof- 
libly be the fame dav. We molt read therefore, agreeably to the 

Latin original, tiy fttrpofe 

If as on the fifth o' th' kaUnds of N&^embif. 

S So thai thou cossLTfi not move 

Jgainfi A PUBLIC a BED.] It is odd thut weihoold have moreer* 
tors, or at leaft feemin^; errors, in this fpeech, which might have 
been prevented by turning to the oration, than in any other part of 
the play befides. The words here arc, Commovtre te contra remp, note 
fotnije: fo that, as Mr. Sympfon ingeniodly obferves, to tranflate 
Tiil]y« we ihoold write, 

Thon costly ft not move 
4gainfi the fnbJic weah " ■ ■ 

P *. ., That 
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That did remain. Hadft thou not hope befide, ' 

By a furprizc by night to take Prseneile ? 

Where when thou cam'ft, didft thou not find the place 

Made good ag^inll thee with my aids, my watches* ? 

My garriibns fortified it. Thou doft nothitig^ Seigiu$ i 

Thou canfl: endeavour nothing, nay, not think. 

But I both fee and hear it ; and am with thee. 

By and before, about and in thee too. 

Call but to mind thy laft night's bufmefs. Come, . 

ni ufe no circumftance : at Lecca's houfe. 

The {hop and mbt of your confpiracy. 

Among your fword-men, where fo many afibciates 

Both of thy mifchief and thy madnefs met. 

Dar'ft thou deny this ? wherefore art thou filent ? 

Speak, and this ihall convince thee : here they are, 

I fee 'em in this fenate, that were with thee. 

O, ye immortal Gods ! in what clime are we i 

What region do we live in ? in what air ? 

What commonwealth or ftate is this we have f 

Here, here, amongft us, our own number, fathers. 

In this moft holy council of the world 

They are that feek the fpoil of me, of you. 

Of ours, of all ; what I can name's too narrow : 

Follow the fun, and find not their ambition. 

Thefe I behold, being confui •, nay, I afk 

Their counfels of the date, as from good patriots : 

Whom it were fit the ax (hould hew in pieces, 

I not fo much as tp^ound yet with my voice. 

Thou waft laft night with Lecca, Catiline, 

Your (hares of Italy you there divided ; 

Appointed who, and whither each Ihould go ; 

What men fiiould ftay behind in Rome, were choien ; 

Your offices (et down ; the parts mark'd out. 

And places of the city, for the fire ; 

Thy felf (thou afiirm'dft) waft ready to depart. 

Only a little let there was that ftay'd thee. 

That I yet liv'd. Upon the word, ftep'd forth 

Three 
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Three oF thy crew, to rid thee of that care ; 

Two undertook this morning, before day. 

To kill me in my bed. All this I knew^ 

Your convent fcarce difmifs^d, arm*d all my (ervants» 

Caird both my brother and friends, fliut out yourclients» 

You fent to vilit me ; whofe names I told 

To fome there, of »)od place, before they came^ 

Caio. Yes, I, and Quintus Catulus can affirm it. 

C^f. He's loft and gone. His fpirits have forfook him. 
.Gc. If this be fo, why, Catiline, doll thou flay ? 
Go where thou mean'ft. The ports are open ; forth. 
The camp abroad wants thee, their chief, too long. 
Lead with thee all thy troops out. Purge the city. 
Draw dry that noifome and pernicious fink. 
Which, left behind thee, would infeft the world. 
Thou wilt fre6 me of all my fears at once. 
To fee a wall between us. Doft thou ftop 
To do that now commanded, which, before. 
Of thine own choice, thou*rt prone to? GaThe conful 
Bids thee, an enemy, to depart the city. 
Whither, thouMt alk ? to exile ? I not bid 
Thee that. But a(k my counfel, I perfuade it. 
What is there here in Rome, that can delight thee ? 
Where not a foirl, without thine own foul knot. 
But fears and hates thee. What domeftic note 
Of private filthinefs, but is burnt in 
Into thy life ? what clofe and fecret fhame 
But is grown on^ with thine own infamy ? ^ 
What luft was ever abfent from thine eyes ? 
What lewd fa£t from thy hands ? what wickednefi 
From thy whole body i where*s that youth drawn in 
Within thy nets, or catch'd up with thy baits. 
Before whofe rage thou haf); not borne a fword. 
And to whofe lulls thou haft not held a torch i 
Thy later nuptials I let pafs in filence ; 
Where fins incredible on fins were heap'd. 
Which I not name, left in a civil ftate 

P 3 So 
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So monilrous fa6b ihould either appear to b^ 

Or not to be revengM. * Thy fortupe^ coo 

I glance not at, which hang but till aext tdes^ 

I come to that whkrh is more known, naore publick i 

The life and fafety of us all, by thee 

Threatened and fought. Stood'ft thou not in the field. 

When Lepidus and TuUus were our confuls^ 

Upon the day of choice, arm'd, and with forces. 

To take their lives, and oar chief citizens ? 

*When not thy fear, nor confcience changed chy mind. 

But the mere fortune of the commonwealth 

Withftood thy af^ive nhalicef Speak but right. 

How often haft thou macfe attempt on me ? 

How many of thy aflaults have I declin'd ? 

With fliii cing but my body, (as we'd £iy) 

Wrefted thy dagger from thy hand, how oft ? 

How often had it fairn, or dipt, by chance ? 

Yet can thy fide not want it : which how vow'd, 

Cr with what rites 'tis facred of thecji I know not. 

That ftill thou nuk*ft it a neceflity. 

To fix it in the body of a confuh 

But let me lofe this way, and fpealc to thee. 

Not as one mov'd with hatred, which I ought. 

But pity, of whigh none is owing thee. 

Cafo. .No more than unto Tantafus or Tityus. 

Cic. Thou cam'ft erewhile into this ienate. Who 
Of fuch a frequency, fo many friends 
And kindred thou haft here, faluted thee i 
Were not the feats made bare upon thy entrance ? 

Thy fortunes t9§ 



J glance not at, nvbicb hang hut till tUxf IDE s .] That being tho 
time when the money- lenders of o!4 Rome were ofed to call iti ihdr 
refpedlive loam. Wc have an inftance in thof« wcU-known verfes 
q{ Horace : 

li/fc uhi focutu4 fan^ratar Jtfhiusg 

J flmjamfuturui rufitcus, 
9zpf:er,z reltgit Utbus picuniof^ 
, S^rit caUndis fCM&i* 
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Rofe not the confular men^ and left tlieir placesy 
So foon as thou iht'ft down i and fled thy Me^ 
Like to a plague or ruin P knowing how oft 
They had by thee been markM out for the fhambles I 
How doft thou bear this i Surely, if my Haves 
At homcfear'd me with half th' affright and horror. 
That here thy feUow-citizens do thee, 
I fhould (boa quit my houfe, and think it need too. 
Yet thou dar'ft tarry here ? go forth at 1^, 
Condemn thy felf to flight and folitude. 
Difcharge the commonwealth of her deep fear- 
Go into banifliment, if thou wait'ft the word. 
Why doft thou look ? they all confent unto ic 
Doft thou exped th' authority of their yoices, 
Whofe filent wills condemn thee ? while they fit, 
..They approve it i while they fuffer it, they decree it ^ 
And while they are filent to it, they proclaim it. 
Prove thou there honeft, PU endure the envy. 
But there's no thought thou fliouldft be ever he. 
Whom either fliame fliogld call from fikhineft. 
Terror from dango't or difcourfe from fury. 
Go ; I entreat thee : yet why do I fo? 
When I ahready know they're fent afore. 
That tarry for thee in arms, and do eacpeft thee 
On the AureKan way, I know the day 
Set down 'twixt thee and Manlius i unto whom 
The filver eagle too is fent before : 
Which I do hope fliall prove to thee as baneful 
As thou conceiv'ft it to the commonwealth. 
But may this wife and facred fenate fay, 
What mean'ft thou Marcus TuUius ? if thou know^ 
That Catiline be look'd for to be chief 
Of an inteftine war i that he's the author 
Of fuch a wickednefs ; the caller Out 
Of men of mark in mifchief, to an a£Hon 
Of fo much horror ; prince of fuch a treafon ; 
Why doft thou fend him forth ? why let him 'fcape ? 

P 4 T^U 
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This is to give him liberty and power : 

Rather thou ihould'ft lay hold upon him, fend him 

To deferv'd death, and a juft punifhment. 

To thefe fo holy voices thus I anfwen 

If I did think it timely, confcript fathers. 

To punifli him with death, I would not give 

The fencer ufe of one (hort hour to breathe; 

But when there are in this grave order fome. 

Who with foft cenfures ftili do nurfe his hopes ; 

Some that with not believing have confirmed 

His defigns more, and whofe authority 

The weaker, as the worftmen too have followed : 

I would now fend him where they all fhould fee 

Clear as the light, his heart (hine } where no man 

Could be Sci wickedly, or fondly ftupid, 

But fliould cry out, he faw, touch'd, felt and grafp'd it. 

Then, when he hath run out himfelf ; led forth 

His defp'rate party with him \ blown together 

Aids of all kinds, both (hipwreckM minds and fortunes; 

Not only the grown evil that now is fprung 

And fprouted forth, would be pluck'd up and weeded^ 

But the ftock, root, and feed of all the mifchiefs. 

Choking the commonwealth. Where, fhould we take 

Of fuch a fwarm of traitors only him. 

Our cares and fears might feem a while relieved. 

But the main peril would bide ftill inclosM 

Deep in the veins and bowels of the flate. 

As human bodies labouring with fevers. 

While they are toft with heat, if they do take 

Cold water, feem for that (hort fpace much easM, 

But afterward are ten times more affliAed. 

"^^hercfore, I fay, let all this wicked crew 

Depart, divide themfelves from good men, gather 

Their forces to one head ; as 1 faid oft. 

Let *em be fever'd from us with a wall ; 

Let 'em leave off attempts upon the conful 

In bis own houfe ^ to circle in the pretor ; . 

To 



CATILINE. 233 

To^rd the court with weapons ; to prepare 

Fire and balls^ fwords, torches, fulphur, brands i 

In (hort, let it be writ in each man's forehead 

What thoughts he bears the pubiick. I here promife) 

Fathers confcript, to you, and to myfelf, 

That diligence in us confuls, for my honoured 

Cdlegue abroad, and for nw felf at home ; 

So great authority in you \ io much 

Virtue in thefe the gentlemen of Rome ; 

Whom I could fcarce reftrain to-day in zeal 

From feeking out the parricide to (laughter ; 

So much confent in all good men and minds. 

As on the going out of this one Catiline, 

All fhall be clear, made plain, opprefs'd, reveng*d^ 

And with this omen go, pernicious plague. 

Out of the city, to the wifh'd deftrudion 

Of thee and thoie, that, to the ruin of her. 

Have ta'en that bloody and black facrament. 

Thou Jupiter, whom we do call the Stayer 

Both of this city and this empire, wilt 

(With the fame aufpice thou didft raife it firft) 

Drive from thy altars, and all other temples. 

And buildings of this city ; from our walls. 

Lives, dates and fortunes of our citizens. 

This fiend, this fury, with his complices. 

And all th* oiFence of good men (thefe known traitors 

Unto their country, thieves of Italy, 

Join*d in fo damn'd a league of mifchief ) thou 

Wilt with perpetual plagues, alive and dead, 

Punifh for Rome, and fave her innocent head. 

Cat. If an oration, or high language, fathers,^ 
Could make me guilty, here is one hath done it : 
He*as ftrove to emulate this morning's thunder. 
With his prodigious rhetorick. But I hope 
This fenate is more grave than to give credit 
Kafbly to all he vomits, 'gainfl a man 
Of your own order y a patrician % 

And 
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And one whofe arferftors have mocfi defeiVd 
Of Rome than this man's efequence could utter, 
Turn'd die beft way ; as; ftill it is the ^forft. 

Ca^. His eloquence liath moiedefeiVd tx^^dxfp 
Speaking thy ill, than all thy anceftors 
Did in their good : and that the ftate will find» 
Which he hath favU 

CaS. How, he ? were I that enemy 
That he would make oie. Fid not wifli the ftate 
More wretched than to need his prefervation. 
What do you make him, Cato, fuch a Hercuies ? 
An Atlas? a poor petty inmate ! 

Cato. Traitor. 

Cat. He fave the ftate ? a burgefs' fon of Arpinum. 
The Gods would rather twenty Romes (hcHild peri fli 
Than have tbac contumely ftuck upon 'em» 
That he Ibould Ihare with them in the preferving. 
A Ihed or fign-poft. 

Caio. Peace, thou prodigy ! 

Cat. They would be forced themiel^es again, and 
In the firfi rude and indigefted heap ; [bft^ 

Ere fuch a wretched name as' Cipero 
Should found with theirs. 

CaSu. Away thou impudent head. 

Cat. Do you all back him ? are you filent too ? 
Well, I will leave you, father^, I will go. [He turns fud^- 
But — my fine dainty fpeaker— ^ denly en Ocero. 

Cic. What now, fury. 
Wilt thou af&ult me here ? 

Cbor. Help, aid the conful. [him I 

Cat. See, fathers, laugh you not ? who threaten'd 

TTUiyttMuidhg FORCED thfn^lws again.'] Tlie quarto of 1635 
reads. 

They *would be run tbemfei*ves again 
The metaphor taken from the melting down of metah into one com- 
mon mafs : bat, in thetext, the allufion feems to refer to the attempt 
otl (he giants upon heaven. 

In 
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In y^n thou doft conceive^ ambitiouH watar^ 
Hope of fo brave ft death as bjr tUd hand. 

Cato, Out of the ccMrc wifik the pernicious trtitQi^ 

Cat. There is no title that this flatt'rinjg fcilatei . . 
Nor honour the bafe ihultitUdo cair gffft thecy 
SMI nAke thee worthy Catilkie'a anger. 

Cat^. Scop, 
Stop chat porteatQua mouth. 

Cat. Or when il flialU 
rU look th(ie dbad. 

CdtQ. Will none reftrain, the monftet ? 

Catu. Pirricide. 

^ui. Butcjier, traitor, leave the fenatew 

Cat. Vm gone to banilhment, to pleafe you^ fathers. 
Thruft head-long forth ! 

Cato. Still doft thou murmur^monfter? 

Cat. Since I am thus put out, and made a^^-^i-^ 

Cic. What ? 

Catu. Not guiltier than thou art* 

Cat. I will not burn 
Without mv funeral ^e. 

Cato. What fays the fiend ? 

Cat. I will have matter, timber. 

Cato, Sing out, fcriech-owl. 

Cat. It fhallbein 

Catu. Speak thy imperfeft diov^ts. 

Cat. The common nre, rattier than mine owp. 
For fall 1 will with all^ 'ere fall alone. 

Cta. He's loft, there is no hope of him. 

Caf. Unlefs 
He prefencly take arms ; and give a blow, 
Before the confuls forces can be levied. 

Cic. What is your pleafure, fathers, (ball be done ? 

Catu. See^ that the comraonwealth receive to lofa. 

Cato. Commit the wx thereof unto the eoaliili. 

Cra. *Ti$time« 

Cstf 
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Caf. And need. 

Cic. Thanks to this frequent fenate. 
But what decree they tinto Curiils, 
AndvFulvia? 

Catu. What the confol (hall think meet. 

Cic. They muft receive reward, tha't be not known; 
Left when a ftate needs minifters, they've none. 

Cato. Yet, Marcus Tullius, do n6c I bdieve. 
But Craflus and this Cacfar here ring hoilow. 

OV. And would appear fo, if that we durft prove •ecni 

Cato. Why dare we not ? what honeft aft is that. 
The Roman fenate (hould not dare and do ? 

OV. Not an unprofitable dangerous aft. 
To ftir too many ferpents up at once. 
Csefar and Craflfus, if they be ill men. 
Are mighty ones ; and we muft (b provide. 
That while we take one head from this foul Hydra, 
There fpring not twenty more. 

Cato. I approve your counfeh 

OV.They (hall be watched and looked too. Till they do 
Declare themfelves, I will not put *em out 
By any queftion. There they ftand. Til make 
My felf no enemies,, nor the ftate no traitors. 
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Catiline^ Lentulus^ Cetbegusy CuritiSy GabiniuSy Longinus^ 

Statilius. 

Cat. Falfe to ourfelves ? all our defigns di(cover*d 
To this ftate cat? 

Cet. I, had I had my way. 
He had mew'd in flames at home, not in the fenate : 
I had fing'd his furs by this time. 

Cat. Well there's now 

No 
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No time of calling back» or ftandins ftill*. 

Friends, be your felves ; keep the lame Roman hearts 

And ready minds you had yefter-nighc. Prepare 

To execute what we refolv'd. And let not 

Labour, or danger, or difcovery fright you. 

rU to the arnoy : you (the while) mature 

Things here at honie. Draw to you any aids 

That you think fit, of mta of all conditions. 

Of any fortunes that may help a war, 

I'll bleed a life, or win an empire for you. 

Within thefe few days look to fee my enfigns 

Here at the walls : be you but firm within. 

Mean time, to draw an envy on the conful. 

And give a lefs fufpicion of our courfe. 

Let it be given out here in the city. 

That I am gone an innocent man to exile 

Into Malfilia ; willing tQ give way 

To fortune and the times ; being unable 

To ftand fo great a fadtion, without troubling 

The commonwealth i whole peace I rather fcek. 

Than all the glory of contention, 

Or the fupport of mine own innocence. 

Farewel the noble Lentulus, Longinus, 

Curius, the reft ; and thou my better genius. 

The brave Ceth^us : when we meet again. 

We'll facrifice to liberty. 

Cei. And revenge. 
That we may praife our hands oncef! 

Lcn: 



Chert's now 



Notimio/cAtLino back, 0r standing sTxll.] This is fenfe; 
hxktf ailing is I doubt not the true word. Mr. Seward* 

The meaniDg fecms to be, that now it is abfolately neceflkiy to pro- 
ceed : they have ventured fo far, that they can neither recall the 
a^ons of the time paft, nor muft xhty ftand Jlill at the point they 
have already attained. 

9 Ibat ovf nurf PtAiSB our bantU once."] This is a more nervevs 
reading than ras/e, as it exprefles not only their aaing, but their 

cfculting 
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Len, Oyc fetes, 
Gire fortune now her eyes, to fee with whom 
She goes along, that fte may ne^er for^e liim. 

Cur. He needs not her nor them. Go but an» Ser^ui^ 
A valiant man is his own fate and fortune. 

Lon. The fate and fortune of us all-go with him. 

Gab. St a. And ever guard him. 

Cat. I am all your creature. 

Len. Now, friends, *tts left wirfi us. I haire i^ndy 
Dealt by Umbpenus with the AUobroges, 
Here refiant in Rome ; whofe ftate, I hear. 
Is difcontent with the great ufuries 
They are opprefs'd widi : and have made comphttnfii 
Divers unto the fenate, but all vain. 
Thefe men I have thought(both for their own opprefliofi^ 
As alfo that by nature they're a people 
Warlike and fierce, ftill ws^ching after change. 
And now in prefent hatred with our ftate) 
The fitteft, and the eafieft to be drawn 
To our fociety, and to aid the war ; 
The rather for their feat ; being next bord'rers 
On Italy ; and that they* abound with horfe : 
Of which one want pur camp doth only labour. 
And I have found *em coming. They will mott 
Soon at Sempronia's houfe, where 1 would pray yoo 
All to be prefent, to confirm ^em more. 
The fight of fuch fpirits hurts not, nor the (lore. 

Gab. I will not fail. 

Sta. Nor L 

Cur. Not I. 

Cet. Would I 



txulfing in their deeds. Yet tlie latter being Ae aiore MtonJ 
preiBon, I think it will admit a donbt which was dM origiaal. 

Mr. Sewakd. 
Concirenefs is the chief charaderiftic of JoBlbttV%le» and if he 
thought on an expreffive word, thongh not always the voft eafy 
and nacaral, he made no fcrople to employ it ia hits poeaiL 

Had 
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Had (bmewhat fey my ielf apart to do. 
I have tio genius to tfaefe many counfeb. 
Let me kill all che fenatf for my fliare, 
I'll do it at next fitting. 

Len. Worthy Caius^ 
Your prefence will add much. 

Cet. I fliall mar more, 

SCENE IIL 
Cicero^ SangOj Alkhroges. 

Gc. The ftate*s beholden unto you, Fi^ius Sangat 
For this great care. And thole Allobroges 
Are more than wretched, if they lend a lift^ning 
To fuch perfuafion. 

Sm. They, moft worthy conful, 
As men employ'd here, from a grievtd ftate, 
Xjroaning benjcath a mulvitude of wrongs. 
And being told, there was fmall hope of eafe 
To be expeded to their evils from hence. 
Were willing at thefirft to give an ear 
To any thing that founded liberty : 
But iince, on bietcer thouahts, and ^my urg'd leafonSy 
They're conoe about, and won to the true fide. 
The fortune of the commonwealth hath conquered. 

C/r* What is that fame Umbrenus was the agent i 

San. One that hath had negotiation 
In Gallia oft, and known unto their ftate. 

Cic. Are the anabaffadors con^e with you ? 

San. Yes. 

Gc. Well, bring 'em in 1 if they be firm and hbneft^ 
Never had men the means ib to deierve 
Of Rome as they. A happy wilh-d occafion. 
And thruft into my hands for the difcovery. 
And manifeft conviAion of thefe traitors. 

[The Mobreges enter^ 
Be thankVI, O Jointer. My worthy lords. 
Confederates of the fenate, .you are welcome : 

lunder* 
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I underftand by Qointus Fabius Saoga^ 

Your careful patron hei^ you have been latrlf 

Sollicited againft the commoawealth 

By one Umbrenus (take a feat I pray yoU) 

From Publius Lentulus, to be aflbciates 

In their intended war. I ycould advife. 

That men whofe fortunes are yet flpurilhingy . 

And are Rome's friends, would not without a caule 

Become her enemies ; and mix themfelves. 

And their eftates, with the loft hopes of Catiline, 

Or Lentulus, wboie mere defpair doth arm 'em : 

That were to hazard certainties for air» 

And undergo all danger for a voice. 

Believe me, friends, loud tumults are not laid 

With half the eafinefs that they are rats'd. 

All may becin a war, but few can end it. 

The fenate have decreed, that my coll^ue 

Shall lead their army agatnft Catiline, 

And have declared both him and Manlius traitors. 

Metellus Celer hath already given 

Fart of their troops defeat. Honours are promised 

To all will quit *em % and rewards proposed 

Even to (laves that can dete£t their courfes. 

Here in the city, I have, by the pretors 

And tribunes, plac'd my guards and watches fo. 

That not a foot can tread, a breath can wbifper^ 

But I have knowledge. And be fure, the fenate 

And people of Rome, of their accuftom'd greatnefit 

Will Iharply and feverely vindicate. 

Not only any fa£t, but any pradlice 

Or purpofe *gainft the ftate. Therefore, my lords. 

Confute of your own ways, and think which hand . 

Is beft to take. You now are prefent fuitors 

For fome redrefs of wrongs : I'll undertake 

^ot only that (hall be aflur'd you ; but 

What grace, or privilege elfe, fenate or people 

^an c^ upon you worthy fuch a fervice, . 

As 
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As you haye now the way and means to do 'em. 
If but your wills, confent with my deHgns. 

^kb. We Covet nothing more, moft worthy confuL 
And howfoe*er we have been tempted lately 
To a defeflion, that^now makes us guilty ; 
We are not yet fo wretched in our fortunes. 
Nor in our wills fo loft, as to abandon 
A friendihip, prodigally, of that price. 
As is the fenate^s and the people of Rome's, 
For hopes that do precipitate themfelves. 

QV. You then are wife ahd honeft. Do but this then : 
When (hall you fpeak with Lentulus and the reft ? 

jillob. We are" to meet^non at Brutus* houfe. 

Cic, Who ? Decius Brutus ? he is not in Rome. 

San. O, but his wife Sempronia. 

Cic. You inftruft me, 
She is a chief. Well, fail not you to meet *em. 
And to exprefs the beft afFedion 
You can put on, to ail that they intend. 
Like it,, applaud it, give the commonwealth 
And fcnate loft to 'em. Promife any aids 
By arms orcounfel. What they can defire 
I would have you prevent. Only fay this, 
You have had difpatch in private by the confuU 
Of your affairs ; and for the many fears 
The ftate's now in, you are willed by him this evening 
To depart Rome : which you by all fought means 
Will do of reafon, ro decline fufpicion. 
Now for tjie more authority of the bufinefs 
They Ve trufted to you, and to give it credit 
With your own ftate at home, you would defire 
Their letters to your fenate and your people. 
Which (hewn, you durft engage both life and honour^ 
The reft fhould every way anfwer their hopes. 
Thofe had, pretend fudden departure, you. 
And as you give me notice at what port 
You will go out, rU have you intercepted^ 

Vol. III. Q^ And 
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And all the letters taken with you : To 
As you fhall be redeem'd in alt opinionsr. 
And they convi£fed of their manifeft trealbn. 
Ill deeds are well turn*d back upon their authors t 
And 'gainft an injurer the revenge is juft. 
This mud be done now. 

AUob. Chearfully and firmly. 
We're they would rather hafte to undertake i^ 
Than ftay to fay fo. 

Cic. With that confidence^ go : 
Make your fdves happy, while you make Rome Ibw 
By Sanga let me have notice from you. 

Alkb. Yes. 

SCENE VI. 

Smpronia^ Lentulus^ dtbeguSf Gabimusy StatiUuf^ Lm* 

jfimsy Voltwriusy jUloiroges. 

Sem. When^ome thefe creatures^ the ambafladors ? 
I would fain fee 'em. Are they any fcholars ? 

Len. I think not) madam. 

Sem. Have they no Gfc^k ? 

Ltn. No furely. 

Sem. Fiet what do I here, waiting on 'em theo^ 
If they be nothing but meer ftatefmen ? 

Len. Yes, 
Your ladyfhip fhall obfcrvc their gravity,' 
And their refervednels, their many cautions^ 
Fitting their perfons. 

Sem. I do wonder much. 
That ftates and commonwealths employ not women 
To be ambafladors, fometimes ! we (hould 
Do as good publick fervice, and could make 
As honourable fpies (for fo Thucydides 
Calls all ambafladors.) Are they come, Cethegas ? 

Get. Do you alk me ? am I your fcout or bawd ? 
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ijn. D» Caius, it is ho fuch bufincTs* 
^. CeS. No?i 
What does a woman at it then ? 

Sem. Goodlir, 
*rherc arc of us can be as cxquifite traitors^ - — -^.^ 
As e'er amale-confpirator of you all. 

Cet, I, at fmock-treafon, matron, I believe you i 
And if I were your hufband } but when I 
Truft to your cobwcb-bofoms any other. 
Let me th^re die a fly, and feaft you, fpider. 

Len. You are too four, and harih, Cethegus. 

Cet. You 
Are kind and courtly. Tld be torn in pieces. 
With wild Hippolytus, nay prove the death 
£very limb over, c*re Fid truft a woman 
With wind, could I retain it. 

$m. Sir, they'll be trufted 
With as good fecrets yet as you have any ; 
And carry ^em too as clofe and as concealed. 
As you (hall for your heart. 

O/. ril not contend with you 
Either in tongue or carriage, good Calypfo i 

Lcn. Th' ambaflfadors are come. 

CeL Thanks to thee. Mercury, 
That fo haft refcu'd me. 

Len. How now, Volturtius ? 

FoL They do defire fome fpeech with you in private, 

Len. O ! 'tis about the prophefy belike. 
And promife of the Sibyls. 

Gat» It may be. 

Sem. Shun they to treat with me too ? 

Cab. No, good lady. 
You may partake : I have told 'em who you are. 

Sem. I ihould be loth to be left out, and here too. 

CeL Can thefe or fuch be any aids to us ? 
Look they as they were built to (hake the world, 

0.2 Ox 
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Or be a moment to our cnterprife**? 
A thoufand fuch as they are, could not make 
One atom of our fouls. They ihould be mea 
Worth heaven's fear, that looking up but thus 
Would make Jove (land upon his guard, and draw 
Himielf within his thunder ; which, amaz'd. 
He ihould difcharge in vain, and they unhurt. 
Or if they were like Capancus at Thebes, 
They ihould hang dead upon the higheil fpires. 
And aik the fecond bolt to be thrown down; 
Why, Lentulus, talk you fo long ? this time . 
Had been enough, t' have fcatter'd all the itars, 
T*have quenchM the fun and moon,and made the world 
Defpair of day, or any light but ours* 

Len. How do you like this fpirit? in fuch men 
Mankind doth live. They are fuch fouls as theic 
That move the world. 

Sem, I, though he bear me hard, 
I yet muit do him right. He is a fpirit 
Of the right Martian breed. 

AUob. He is a Mars ! 
Would we had time to live here, and admire him. 

Len. Well, I do fee you would prevent the conful. 
And I commend your care : it was but reafon. 
To aik our letters, and we had prepared them* 
Go in, and we will take an oath, and feal 'em. 

^^Or he OF MOMENT to our enterpri/e,'} The two firll folios read> 
Or he a moment to our enterprixe. 
Mr. Sympfon, who made ufeof one of thefe editions in theremaiks 
he has obliged me with, fagacioufly obferves, that a modem writer 
would fay, or be of moment^ but that the old le^on is good. 
He has here the fatisfadlion of feein? his remark confirmed ; the 
modern publifher of the lail edition giving it in that very manner* 
Moment is here ufed in the precife fenie which it bears in the Latiii» 
under the acceptation of a tweight^ or fower^ added to a fcale or 
balance. .The learned reader will eafily recoiled this feofe of it in 
Terence, 

Dum hi dubio eft animus^ paulo memento hue illuc impelUtur. 

Yoa 
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You (hall have letters too to Catiline, 

To vifit him i* th* way, and to confirm 

Th* afibciation. This our friend, Volturtius, 

Shall go along with you. Tell our gieat general 

That we are ready here ; that Lucius Beftia 

The tribune is provided of a fpeech, 

To lay the envy of the war on Cicero 5 

That all but long for his approach and perfon ; 

And then you are made freemen as ourfelves. 

SCENE VII. 
Cicero^ FUucus^ Pomtinius^ Sanga. 

Cic. I cannot fear the war but to fucceed well, 
Both for the honour of the caufe, and worth 
Of him that doth command. For my coUegue^ 
Being fo ill afFeded with the gout. 
Will not be able to be there in perfon ; 
And then Petreius, his lieutenant, muft 
Of need take charge o' the army ; who is much 
The better foldier, having been a tribune, 
Prsefe£t, lieutenant, prxtor in the war 
Thefe thirty years, fo converfant i* the army. 
As he knows all the foldiers by their names. 

Fla. They'll fight then bravely with him. 

Pom. I, and he 
Will lead *em on as bravely, 

Cic. They Ve a foe 
Will alk their braveries, whofe neceilities 
Will arm him like a fury. But, however, 
I'll truft it to the manage and the fortune 
Of good Petreius, who's a worthy patriot : 
Mctellus Ccler, with three legions too. 
Will ftop their courfe for Gallia. How now, Fabius ? 

San. The train hath taken. You muft inftantly 
Difpofe your guards upon the Milvian bridge: 
For by that way they mean to come. 

CL3 Ck. 
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Gc. Then thither, 
Pomtinius and Flaccus, I muft pray you 
To lead that force you have ; and feize them aU ; 
Let not a perfon icape. Th* ambafladors 
Will yield themfelvea. If there be any tumult, 
rU fend you aid. I, in mean time, will call 
Lentulus to me, Gabinius and Cecliegus> 
Statiliusy Ceparius, and all'thefe. 
By feveral meflengers : who no doubt will come 
Without fenfe or fufpicion. Prodigal men 
Feel not their own ftock wafting. When I have 'emjj 
I'll place thofe guards upon 'em, that they ftart not. 

San. But what'U you do with Sempronis^ ? 

Cic. A ftate's anger 
Should not take knowledge either of fools or wpmen^ 
I do not know whether my joy or care 
Ought to be greater, that I have difcover'd 
So foul a treafun, or muft undergo 
The envy of fo many great mens fate. 
But happen what there can, I will bejuft ; 
My fortune may forfake me, not my virtue: 
That (hall go with tpe, and before me ftill^ 
And glad me doing well, tho' I hear ill. 

SCENE VIII. 

Praters, AUohrogeSy Voltur$iuj. 

Fla. Stand, who goes there ? 

j4lhb. We are th* Aliobroges, 
And friends of Rome. 

Pom. If you be fo, then yield 
Yourfelves unto the pretors, who in name 
Of the whole fenate and the people of Rome, 
Tet, till you clear yourfelves, charge you of pradlice 
Againft the ftate. 

Fol. Die, friendsj and be not taken. 

Fla. What voice is that ? down with *ein all. 

Jllok 
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m. Wc yield. 

m. What's he ftands out ? kill him there: 
W. Hold, hold, hold. 
I yield upon conditions. 

FU. Wc give none 
To traitors, ftrike him down. 

Vol My name's Volturtius, 
I know Pomtinius. 

Pom. But he knows not you^ 
While you ftand out upon thele traitVous terips. 

Vol. Y\\ yield upon the fafety of my life. 

Pom. If it be forfeited, we cannot lave it. 

Vol. Promife to do your bell. Fm not fo gyilty 
As many others I can name^ and will. 
If you will grant me favour. 

Pom. AH we can 
Is to deliver you to the conful. Take him. 
And thank the Gods that thus have laved Rome. 

CHORUS. 

** TVT^^ ^^ ^^^ ^*^^ before our eyes, 

«* j[\| Like men in mills, 

** Difcover whoM the Hate furprife, 

" And who refills? 
*' And as thefe clouds do yield to light, 

** Now do we fee 
<^ Our thoughts of things, how they did fight, 

" Which feem'd t'agrec ? 
^< Of what llrange pieces are we made^ 

*' Who nothing know ; 
^^ But as new airs our ears invade, 

" Still ccnfure fo ? 
** That now do hope, and now do fear, 

** And now envy 5 
*^ And then do hate, and then love dear, 

•' But know not why : 

0.4 Or 
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** Or if wc do, it is fo late, 

** As our bcft mood, 
•• Though true, is then thought out of date, 

** And empty of good. 
•* How have we changed and come about 

*• In every doom, 
•* Since wicked Catiline went out, 

** And quitted Roipe ? 
^' One while we thought him innocent i 

** And then w* accused 
** The conful, for his malice fpent, 

*' And power abus'd. 
^^ Since that, we hear he is in arms, 

« We think not fo : 
" Yet charge the conful with our harm?, 

** That let him go. 
** So in our cenfure of the ftate, 

*• We ftill do wander ; 
^^ And make the careful magiftrate 

** The mark of flander. 
** What age is this, where honefl: men, 

** Plac'd at the helm, 
*' A fea of fome foul mouth or pen 

•* Shall overwhelm ? 
'* And call their diligence, deceit j 

** Their virtue, vice ; 
^' Their watchfulnefs, but lying in wait \ 

" And blood, the price. 
•• O, let us pluck this evil feed 

** Out of our Jpirits; 
*• And give to every noble deed 

*' The name it merits. 
*' Left we feem farn (if this endures) 

" Into thofe times, 
" To love difeafe, and brook the curf? 

*^ Worfe than the crimes.*' 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Petreius. [TbeArmf, 

Pit. TT is fny fortune and my glory, foldiers, 

X This day, to lead you on \ the worthy conful 
Kept from the honour of it by difeafe : 
And I am proud to have fo brave a caufe 
To exercife your arms in. We not now 
Fight for how long, bow broad, how great, and large» 
Th' extent and bounds o' th* people of Romefhall be \ 
But to retain what our great anceftors. 
With all their labours, counfels, arts, and a6tions» 
For us, were purchafing fo many years. 
The quarrel is not now of fame, of tribute. 
Or of wrongs done unto confederates. 
For which the army of the people of Rome 
Was wont to move : but for your own republick. 
For the rais'd temples of th' immortal Gods, 
For all your fortunes, altars, and your fires. 
For the dear fouls of your lov'd wives and children. 
Your parents tombs, your rites, laws, liberty. 
And briefly, for the fafcty of the world : 
Againft fuch men, as only by their crimes 
i\re known; thruft out by riot, want, or rafhnefs. 
One fort, Sylla's old troops, left here in Fcfuljc, 
Who, fuddenly made rich in thofe dire times. 
Are fince, by their unbounded vaft expence. 
Grown needy and poor \ and have but left t* expcft 
From Catiline new bills, and new profcriptions. 
Thefe men (they fay) are valiant; yet, I think *cm 
Not worth your paufe : for either their old virtue 
Is in their floth and pleafures loft ; or, if 
It tarry with 'em, fo ill march to yours, 
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As they are fhort in number or in cau& 

The fccond fort are of thofe city-|>eafts, 

Radier than citizens^ who» whilft they reach 

After our fortunes, have let fly their own ; [weakened 

Thefe whelm'd in wine, fwelrd up with meat3, and 

With hourly whoredoms, never left the fide 

Of Catiline in Rome ; nor here are Ipos'd 

From his embraces : fuch as (truft me) never 

In riding or in ufing well their arms, 

"Watching, or other military labour. 

Did exercife their youth ; but learnM to love^ [fters : 

Drink, dance, and fing, make feafts, and be fine game- 

And thefe will wilh nK>re hurt to you than they bring 

The reft are a mixt kind, all forts of furies, [you« 

Adulterers, dicers, fencers, out-laws, thieves. 

The murderers of their parents, all the fink 

And plague of Italy met in one torrent. 

To take, to-day, from us the punifhrnenCy 

Due to their mifchiefs, for fo many years. 

And who in fuch a cauie, and 'gainft fuch fiends. 

Would not now wifli himfelf all arm and weapon? 

To cut fuch poifons from the earth, and let 

Their blood out to be drawn away in clouds. 

And pour'd on fome inhabitable place'. 

Where the hot fun and (lime breedsnoughtbut monfters? 

ChieSy when this fure joy fhall crown our fide. 

That the leaft man that falls upon our party 

This day (as fome muft give their happy names 

To fate, and that eternal memory 

Of the bcft death, writ with it, for their country) 

Shall walk at pleafure in the tents of reft % 

And fee far off, beneath him, all their hcdd 

^ And pour* d en fome inhabitab1.e place,'] u e. UninhAitabk, Kni 
in this fenfe it is ufed lilcewife by Shakefpear : . 
*' Even to the froEen ridges of the Aljw, 
*' Or any other groond inhabitable.*' 

Riikard the Secendy a£l i . fc. t. 

Tor- 
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ToFtnented after life i and Catiline there 
Walking a wretched and lefs ghoft than he, 
J'll urge no more : move forward with your eagles. 
And truft the fenate's and Rome's caufe to heaven. 
Jrm. To thee, great father Mars, and greater Jove, 

S C E ^ E II, 

C^foTj Crajfus. 

C^ff I ever look'd for this of Lientitlusi, 
When Catiline was gone. 

Cra. I gave 'cm loft, 
Many days fince. 

C4ef. But wherefore did you bear . ,. 
Their letter to the conful, that they lent yoii 
To warn you from the city ? 

Cra. Did 1 know 
Whether he made it ? it might come from him. 
For ought I could alTure me : if they meant 
I fhould be fafe among fo many, they might 
^ave come as well as writ. 

Caf. There is no lofs 
In being fecure* I have of late too ply'd him 
Thick with intelligences, but they have been 
Of things he knew before. 

Cra. A little ferves 
To keep a man upright on thefe ftate-bridges, 
Although the paffage were more dangerous. 
Let us now take the ftanding part. 

def. We muft, 
And be as zealous for't as Cato. Ytt, 
I would fain help the(e wretched men. 

Cra. You cannot. 
Who WomM f^ve them, that have bctrayM themfelves ? 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Cicero^ ^itUus^ Caio. 

Cic. I will not be wrought to it, brother Quintus. 
There's no man's private enmity fhall make 
Me violate the dignity of another. 
If there were proof 'gainft Csefar, or whoever. 
To Ipeak him guilty, I would To declare him. 
But Quintus C^tulus ^nd Pifo both 
Shall know, Che conful will not, for their grudge. 
Have any man accus'd or named falfly. 

^L Not falfly : but if any circumftance. 
By the AUobroges, or from Vplturtius, 
Would carry it, 

C/V. That (hall not be fought by me. 
If it reveal it felf, I would not fpare 
You, brother, if it pointed at you, truft me. 

Caio. Good Marcus TuUius, (which is more than great} 
Thou hadft thy education with the Gods. 

Cic. Send Lcntulus forth, and bring away the reft. 
This office I am forry, fir, to do you. 

SCENE IV. 

The Senate. 

Cic. What may be happy ftill and fortunate. 
To Rome and to this fenate : pleafe you fathers. 
To break thefe letters, and to view them round. 
If that be not found in them which I fear, 
I yet entreat, at fuch a time as this, 
My diligence be. not contcmnM. Have you brought 
The weapons hither from Cethegus' houfe ? 

Pr^e. They are without. 

Cic. Be ready, with Volturtius, 
To bring him when the fenate calls^ and fee 
None of the reft confer together. Fathers, 
What do you read ? Is it yet worth your care. 
If not your fear, what you find pradlis'd there ? 
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Cef. It hath a face of horror ! 

Cra. Vm amaz*d ! 

Cato. Look there. 

Syl. Gods ! can fuch men draw common air ? 

OV. Although tha greatnefs of the mifchief, fathers. 
Hath often made my faith fmall in this fenate. 
Yet fince my cafting Catiline out, (for now 
I do not fear the envy of the word, 
Unlefs the deed be rather to be fear'd. 
That he went hence alive, when thofe I meant 
Should follow him, did not) I have fpent both days 
And nights in watching what their fury and rage 
"Was bent on, that fo ftay'd againft my thought : 
And that I might but take 'em in that light. 
Where when you met their treafon with your eyes. 
Your minds at length would think for your own fafetyi 
And now 'tis done. There are their hands and feals. 
Their perfons too are fafe, thanks to the Gods. 
Bring in Voiturtius and th' Allobroges. 
Thefe be the men were trufted with their letters. 

Vol. Fathers, believe me, I knew nothing : I 
Was travelling for Gallia, and am forry 

Cic. Quake not, Voiturtius; fpeak the truth, and hope 
Well ot this fenate, on the confuPs word. 

Vol Then, I knew all. But (ruly I was drawn in 
But t'other day. 

Cef. Say what thou know'ft, and fear not. 
Thou haft the fenate's faith, and conful's word. 
To fortify thee. 

\He anfwers with fears and interruptions. 

Vol. I was fent with letters ■ 
And had a meiTage too from Lentulus- 
To Catiline that he fhould ufe all aids-^ 



Servants, or others and come with his army. 

As foon unto the city as he could— 
For they were ready? and but ftay'd for him- 
To intercept thofe that fhould flee the fire 
Thefe men (th' Allobroges) did hear it too. 



AM. 
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jOlob. Tes» fathers, and they took an oatd to vi^ 
Befides their letters, that we Ihould be free % 
And urg*d us for fome prefent aid of horfe. 

Cic. Nay, here be other teftimonies, fadiers^ 
Cediegus' armoury^ 

[Tbe weapons and arms are brought firths 

Cra. What, not all thefe i 

Cic. Here's not the hundredth part. Call in the fenceri 
That we may know the arms to all thefe weapons 
Come my brave fword-player, to what a&ive uft 
Was all this^ftcel provided? 

Cet. Had you alk'd 
In Sylla's days, it had been to cut throats ; 
But now it was to look on only : I love 
To fee good blades, and feel their edge and points« 
To put a helm upon a block, and cleave it^ 
And now and then to ftab an armour through. 

Cic, Know you that paper? that will ftab you through* 
Is it your hand ? hold, fave the pieces. Traitor, 
Hath thy guilt wak'd >thy fury ? 

Cet, I did write 
I know not what ; nor care not : that fool Lentulus 
Did didate, and I t'other fool did fign it. 

Cic. Bring in Statilius : does he know his hand too ? 
And Lentulus. Reach him that letter. 

Sta.l 
Confefs it all. 

Cic. Know you that feal yet, Publius i 

t-en. Yes, it is mine. 

Cic. Whofe image is that on it ? 

Len. My grand-father's. 

Cic. What, that renown'd good man> 
That did fo only embrace his country, and lovM 
Hi^ fellow citizens I Was not his piflure, 
Tl>ough mute, of power to call thee from a faft 
So foul ?— — 

Len. As what, impetuous Cicero ? 

OV, As thou art, for I do not kqow what^s fouler. 

Look 
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Look upon thefe. Do not thefe faces argue 
Thy guilt and impudence ? 

Len. What are thefe to me ? 
I know 'em not. 

AUoi. No, Publius ? we were with you 
At Brutus* houfe. 

FoL Laft night. i 

Len. What did you there ? 
"Who fent for you ? 

JOoi. Your fclf did. We had letters 
From you, Cethegus, this Statilius here, 
Gabinius Cimber, all but from Longinus, 
Who would not write, becaufe he was to come 
Shortly in perfon after us (he faid) 
To take the charge o^ th' Jiorfe, which we (hould levy* 

Cic. And he is fled to Catiline I hear. 

Len. Spies ! Ibies ! 

Jlloi. You told us too o* th^ Sibyls books. 
And how you were to be a king this year. 
The twentieth from the burning of the capitol. 
That three Cornelii were to reign in Rome, 
Of which you were the laft : and prais'd Cethegus, 
And the great fpirits were with you in the aAion. 

Cet. Thefe are your honourable ambafladors, 
Myfovereign lord. 

Calo. Peace, th* art too bold, Cethegus *. 

jlllob. Befides Gabinius, your agent namM 
Autronius, Servius Sylla, Vargunteius, 
And divers others. 

* Pbacb that t0o bold Cithipu.'\ If the comma ftands after 
peactf we (hoald pat a note of acuniration at the end, and Cato muft 
fcem to wonder at the boldnefs of Cediegas. But it (bits better with 
the dignity of Cato, and the poetical didlion of Jonfon, to make 
feace a veil) : F§aci thai fw hold Citlagus^ the fame saJSUnce him. 

Mr. Sbwaro. 
I could not deny the reader the pleafare of this ingentont cridcifm^ 
|>at the reading I have foUovral is cxlubilf4J>j^h€ quarto edition^ 

/" \ Fol. 
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Vol I had letters from you , 

To Catiline, and a mellage, which Pve told ' t 

Unto the fenate truly word for word : 
For which I hope they will be gracious to me. 
I was drawn in by that fame wicked Cimber, 
And thought no hurt at all. 

Cic. Volturtius, peace. 
Where is thy vifor or thy voice now, Lcntulus ? 
Art thou confounded ? wherefore (peak*ft thou not ? 
Is all fo clear, fo plain, fo manifeft. 
That both thy eloquence and impudence. 
And thy ill nature too, have left thee at once ? 
Take him afide. There's yet one more, Gabinius, 
The engineer of all. Shew him that paper. 
If he do know it ? 

Gab. I know nothing. 

Cic. No ? 

Gab. No : neither will I know, 

Cato. Impudent head ! 
Stick it into his throat ; were I die conful, 
rd make thee eat the mifchief thou haft vented. 

Gab. Is there a law for*t, Cato ? 

Cdto. Doft thou aik 
After a law, that would*ft have broke all laws 
Of nature, manhood, confcience, and religion ? 

Gab. Yes, I may alk for*t. 

Cato. No, pernicious Cimber* 
Th* inquiring after good does not belong 
Unto a wicked perfon. 

Gab. I, but Cato 
Does nothing but by law. 

Cra. Take him afide. 
There's proof enough, though he confefs not« 

Gab. Stay, 
I will confefs. All's true your fpies have told you^ 
Make much of 'em. 

Cet. Yes, andjrgward 'cm well, 

^ Few 

1 
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t^or Fear you get no more fuch. See they do not 
Die in a ditch^ and ftink now you have done with 'em ; 
Or bego* th' bridges here in Rome» whofe^ches 
I'heir adive induflry hath fav'd. 

Cic. See, fathers. 
What minds and fpirits theie are, that being convicted 
Of fuch a treafon, and by fuch a cloud 
Of withefles, dare yet retain their boJdnefs ? 
What would their rage have done if they had conquered ? 
I thought when I had thruft out Catiline, 
Neither the ftate .nor I fhould need t' have fear'd 
Lcntulus* fleep here, or Longinus* fat, 
Or this Cethegus* ra(hnefs ; it was he 
I only watch'd, while be was in our walls. 
As one that had the brain, the hand, the heart. 
But now we find the contrary ! where was there 
A people grieV*d, or a ftate difcontcnt, 
Able to make or help a war 'gainft Rome, 
But thefe, th* AUobrogcs, and thofe they found ? 
^hom had not the juft Gods been pleased to make 
More friends unto our fafety than their own. 
As it then feemM, negleding thefe mens offers, 
"Where had we been ? or where the commonwealth ? 
When their great chief had been call'd home ; this man^ 
Their abfolute king (whofe noble grand -father, 
Arm*d in purfuit of the feditious Gracchus, 
Took a brave wound for dear defence of that 
Which he would fpoil) had gathered all his aids 
Of ruffians, flavesi and other flaughter-men ? 
Given us up for murder to Cethegus ? 
The other rank of citizens to Gabinius ? 
The city to be fir*d by Caffius ? 
And Italy, nay the world, to be laid wafte 
By curfed Catiline and his complices ? 
Lay but the thought of it before you, fathers. 
Think but with me you faw this glorious city. 
The light of all the earth, tow*r of all nations. 

Vol. III. R Suddenly 
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Suddenly falKng in one fhme. ImagiM 
You vicw*d your country buried with the heaps 
Of flaughter'd citizens that bad no grave ^ 
This Lcntulus here, reigning, (as he dreamt) 
And thofe his purple fenate j Catiline come 
With his fierce army j and the cries of matrons. 
The flight of children, and the rape of virgins. 
Shrieks of the living, with the dying groans. 
On every fide t* invade your fenfe ; until 
The bipod of Rome were mixed with her alhcs ! 
This was the fpeftacle thefe fiends intended 
To pleafe their malice. 

Cet. I, and it would 
Have been a brave one, conful. But your part 
Had not then been fo long as now it is : 
I fhould have quite defeated your oration. 
And flit that fine rhetorical pipe of yours 
In the firft fcene. 

Cato. Infolent monfter ! 

Cic. Fathers, 
Is it your pleafures they fliall be committed 
Unto fome fife, but a free cuftody. 
Until the fenate can determine farther ? 

Sen. Itpleafeth well. 

Cic. Then Marcws Craflus, 
Take you charge of Gabinius : fend him home 
Unto yourhoufe. You Casfar, of Statilius. 
Cethegus fliail be fent to Cornificius : 
And Lentulus to Publius Lentulus Spinther, 
Who now is JEdile. 

Cat. It were beft, the praetors 
Carried 'em to their houlcs, and delivered 'em. 

Cic. Let it be ib. Take 'em from hence. 

Cicf. But firfl: 
Let Lentulus put off his praetorfliip. 

Len. I do refign it here unto the fenate. 

Caf. So, now there's no oflfencc done to religion. 

Cato. 
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Caio. C^far, 'twas pioufly ?n^ cicn^ly uxg*4^ 

.Gif* WiM do jw^ decree w M?^' AUobcQgcs^ 
That were the ligbr^ to tbU d(icovc;ry ? 

Cra, A free grajut from the ft*e. pf all their fuit§. 

Cdff. Aqd a rcWt^rd.QUt qF (bie piublick tre^fur^. 

:Gi/a. I, and di<i tide of hp^fl mcn» to cirown 'eoi. 

Cic. What to Vaii;urtiu3 J ^^ 

C^f. Life, and favoiit^s V>ell. 

^(8?/. I a£k no more ?» 

Ca/^« Y€s» y«a, J(bi]9i9. money « thou i[^d*ft it : 
*Twill keep thct honftft ; want m^de rhec a kn^ve. 

SyL Let Fiaccusi and Fomciniu^ tbei prsetors. 
Have publick thaDk9i and Qj^incu^ ,Fabius Sanga^ 
For their good fervicp* 

Cra. They dcferve it alL 

Cuto. But what do we decree unto the confuj, 
^hofe virtue, counfeU watchful nefs, and wifdom 
Hath freed fhe commonwealth) and without tumult^ 
Slaughter, or blood, or fcarce railing a force^ 
RefcuM us all out ot the jaws of face i 

Cra. We owe our lives unto him, and our fortunes. 

Cef, Our wives, our children, parents, and our Gods. 

SyL We all are fayed by bis fortitude, 

Cato. The commonwealth owes him a civick garland* 
He is the only father of his country. 

Gr/". Let there be publick prayer to all the Gods, 
Made in that name, for him. 

Crtf. And in thefe words : 
For that he hath, by his vigilance, prcfervM 
Rome from the fiame, the fenate from the fword, 

' Cic. What to Volturtim? Casf. Ltfe^ ^i?^ favour's well. 

Vol. I aft: no more.'] Cscfar's aniwcr to Cicero is intelligible c- 
nough as to the purport of it, tho' feme obfcurity attends the e<- 
prcllion. Favour's ouf//, in Jon Ton's latinized Englifli, may be un- 
derftood to fignify msny or abundance of favours. Mr. Upton 
however, and perhaps jaAly, fufpefls it a corruption; and by aneafy 
change wou'd print the fpceches thus : 

Cic. i^y/j'at to Folturtius ? Cxf. /,//>, and/avoun. 

Vol. //>//, lajk KG rr.'jre. 

R 2 And 






26c CATILINE. 

And all her citizens from maflacre. 

CiV.Howare my labours more than paid,gravc fathers. 
In thefe great titles, and decreed honours ! 
Such as to me, firft of the civil robe \ 
Of any man fince Rome was Rome, have happened ; 
And from this frequent fenate ; which more glads me. 
That I now fee you've fcnfc of your own iafety. 
If thofe good days come no lefs grateful to us, 
"Wherein we are preferv*d from fome great danger. 
Than thofe wherein we're born and brought to light, 
Becaufe the gladnefs of our fafety is certain, 
But the condition of our birth not ib % 
And. that we're fav'd with pleafure, but are bom 
Without the fenfe of joy : why ihould not then 
This day, to us, and all pollerity 
Of ours, be had in equal fame and honour. 
With that when Romulus firft reared thefe walls. 
When fo much more is faved, than he built? 

Cdf. It ought. 

Cra. Let it be added to our Fafti. 

Cic. What tumult's that ? 

Fla. Here's one Tarquinius taken, 
Going to Catiline, and fays he was fent 
By Marcus Crafius, whom he names to be 
Guilty of the confpiracy. 

Cic. Some lying varlet. 
Take him away to prifon. 

Cra. Bring him in. 
And let me fee him. 

Cic. He is not worth it, Craflfus. 
Keep him up clofe, and hungry, till he tell 
By whofe pernicious counfel he durft (lander 
So great and good a citizen. 

^ Fi'rjf of the CIV It robe.] He means, the firft who obtained a 
vi&ory over the enemies of the ftate, without changing the gar- 
ments afaally wore in time of peace. It is well known that Cicero 
valued himfeif mach on this fm^nlar circumftance. 

(Cra. 
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(Cra, By yours, 
I fear, *twUl prove, ) 

Syl Some o' ch' traitors, fure. 
To give their adion the more credit, bid him 
Name you, or any man. 

Cic. I know my. felf, 
By all the crads and courfes of this bufinefs, 
Craflus is noble, juft, and lotes his country. 

FU. Here is a libel too, accufing Csefar, 
From Lucius Vedtius, and confirmed by Curius. 

Cic. Away with all, throw it out o' th* court, 

C^f/I A trick on me too ? 

C/V. It is fome mens malice. 
I faid to Curius, I did not believe him. 

Caf^ Was not that Curius your fpy, that had 
Reward decreed unto him the laft fenate. 
With Fulvia, upon your private motion ? 

Cic. Yes. 

def. But he has not that reward yet ? 

Cic. No, 
Let not this trouble you, Cxfar ; none believes it. 

Caf. It (hall not, if that he have no reward. 
But if he have, fure I fhall think my felf 
Very untimely and unfafely honeft. 
Where fuch as as he is may have pay t' accufe me. 

Cic. You fhall have no wrong done you, noble Cxfar, 
But all contentment. 

Q^f Conful, I am filent. 

SCENE V, 

Catiline^ [The Army. 

Cato. I never yet knew, foldiers, that in fight 
Words added virtue unto valiant men \ 
Or that a general's oration made 
An army fall or ftand : but how much prowefs, 

R 3 Habitual 
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Hi^bitual or natural, each man's bii^ft ' 
Was owner of, fo much in aft it 4lie^*d. 
Whom neither glor.y* or ^d anger cin'wdth, 
•Tis vain t* attcnrpt^itlh fj^eech ; for't?he Wifld^S ftw 
Keeps all brave founds from entfring'at t!hat*ar^. 
I yet would warn you fome few things, my frifcntfs. 
And give you reafon'of *iViy prefeotcounfeh. 
5foM know, no lefs than I, what •ftaltes Whfet ^in? 
Our affairs '(land in •, and yciti aH htfvfe hear4 
What a calamitous mifrry 'tht flof!h 
And (feepinefs of 'Lenttrlusliatlh plutkM 
Both on nimfelf, and us; Tiow, whiMlotir aids 
There, in the ci^y look'dfdr, are defeated -5 
Our entrance into GaIHa too i? ftopt : 
Two armies wait us ; one frdfn RoHie, the other 
From the Gaul provinces : and Where vre are, 
(Although I moll deflre it) 'the great want 
Of corn and viftuaU forbids longer ftay. 
So that of need We m oft remove ; -but whither, 
^ The fword muft both direft, and cut the paffage. 
I only therefore wifh-you, when you ftrike. 
To havt your valours and your fouls aibout you, 
And think you carry in your labouring hands 
The things you feek, glory, and liberty. 
Your country, which you warit now, with the fetes, 
That are to be inftrufted byoUr fwords. 
Jf we can give the blow, all will be fafe to us. 
Weih^ll not want provifion, nor fupplies. 
The colonies and free towns will lie open ; 
Where, if wc yield to fear, expeift noplace, 
^or friend, to fhclter thofe whom their own fortune^ 
Andill-usM arms, have left without proteftion. 
You rnight have liv'd in fervicude, or exile, 

5 Keeps all hrcpve f9undi from entripg at that, bar,] What ear ? the 
mind's : unlefs it be thought eafier to read ti^e ear. The nqginal is, 
Timor anlmi aurlhus o£idt ; and the poet feems to have referred the 
genitive cai*9 an'miy 10 both th? fubftantivne5'/y>wr,-'atld awribus. 

- ■' Op 
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Or fafe at Rome, depending on the great ones ; 
But that you thought thofe things unfit for men : 
And, in that thought, you then were valiant. 
For no man ever yet changed peace for war. 
But he that meant to conquer. Hold that purpoie. 
There's more neceffit^ you ihould be fuch. 
In fighting for your felves, than they for others. 
He's bale that trufts his feet, whofe hands are arm'd. 
Methinks ^ I fee death and the furies waiting; 
What we will do, and all the heav'n at lei^re 
For the great fpedacle. Draw then your fwords ; 
And if our deftiny envy our virtue 
I'The honour of the day, yet let us care 
To fell our feives at fuch a price as may 
Undo the world to buy us, and make rate. 
While fhe tempts ours, fear for her own eftSt^. 

SCENE VI. 

Tie Senate. 

Sen. What means this hafty calling of the fenate ? 

Sen.Wc (hallknowftraight. Wait till theconful fpeaks. 

Pom. Fathers confcript, bethink you of your fafeties. 
And what to do with thefe confpirators : 
Some of their clients, their freed-men, and flaves, 
'Gin to make head. There's one of Lentulus' bawds 
Runs up and down the (hops, through ev'py ftreet. 
With money to corrupt the poor artificers^ 
And needy tradefmen, to their ^d. Cethegus 
Hath ient too to his lervants, who are many, 

^ Mitbinkf Ifei death and the furies 'waiting 

Whai tui iJiiiU do^ and all thi htam^n at Ui/ure 

For the gnat fpe^acU,'] The image here given is extremely fub. 
lime, and approaches very nearly to thofe terrible graces, which the 
critic has attributed to Homer amongft the antients, and which 
Shakefpear poflcfled in a manner fuperior to any modern whatfoever^ 

R 4. Chofen 



264 CATILINE. 

Chofen, and excrcis'd in bold atcemptings, 
Thac forthwith they (hould arm themfelves and prove 
His refcue : all will be in inftanc uproar. 
If you prevent it not with prefent counfels. 
We have done what we can to meet the fury. 
And will do more. Be you good to your felves. 
/ C/V. What is your pleafure, fathers, ihall be done f 

Syllanus, you are conful next defign'd ^ 
Your fentence of thcfe men. 

Syl. *Tis fliort, and this. 
Since they have fought to blot the name of Rome 
Out of the world, and raze this glorious empire 
With her own hands and arms turn'd on herfelf^ 
I think it fit they die : and could my breath 
Now execute 'em, they (hould not enjoy 
An article of time, or eye of light/, 
Longerno poifon this our comnion air. 

Sen. 1 think fp to% 

Sen. And L 

Sen. And I. 

Sen. And L 

Cic. Your fentence, Caius Caefap, 

Cdf. Confcript fathers. 
In great affairs, and doubful, it behoves 
Men that are afk'd their fentence, to be fre^ 
From either hate or love, anger, or pity : 
For where the Icafl pf thefe do hinder, there 
The mind not eafily difcerns the truth. 
I fpeak this to you in the nan^e of Rome, 
For whom you ftand ; and to the prefent caufe^ 
That this fout fa£l pf Lei^tulus, and the reft. 
Weigh not more with you than your dignity j 
And you be more indulgent to ypur pai(fion> . 



^hey Jhoti^ d not enjoy. 



An article of time ^ or EYE OF LIGHT.] This IS a bold Latinffm^ 
^e of light is the twinkline of an eye : thev ihould not live chat fpacc 
Vf time longer. x . Mr. Sympson. 

^ > Vm 
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Than to your honour. If there could be found 

A pain or puntflin^ent equal to their crimes, 

I would devife, and hdp : but if the greatnefs 

Of what they've done exceed all man's invention, 

I think It fit to ftay where our laws do. 

Poor petty ftates may alter^ upon humour. 

Where, if they offend with anger, few do know it, 

Becaule they are obfcure i their fame and fortune 

Is equal, and the fame. Bqt they that are 

Head of the wor}d, and live in that feen height. 

All mankind knows their a^^ions. So we fee. 

The greater fortune hath the lefier licence. 

They muft not favour, hate, and lead be angry 2 

For what with others is call'd anger, there 

Is cruelty and pride. I know Syllanus, 

Who fpoke before me, a juft, valiant man, 

A lover of the ftate, and one that would nor. 

In fuch a bufinefs, ufe or grace or hatred ^ 

I know too, well, his manners and his modefty ; 

Nor do I think his fcntence cruel, (for 

'Gainft fuch delinquents what can be too bloody P) 

But that it is abhorring from our flate. 

Since to a citizen of Rome offending. 

Our laws give exile, and not death. Why then 

Pecrees he that ? 'twere vain to think, for fear j 

When by the diligence of fo worthy a conful, 

All is made fafe and certain. Is't for punifhment ? 

Why, death's the end of evils, and a reft 

Rather than torment : it diffolves all griefs *, 

And beyond that, is neither care nor joy. 

You hear, my fentence would not have em die. 

How then ? fet free, and increafe Catiline's army ? 

So will they, being but banilh'd. No, grave fathers, 

I judge 'em, firft, to have their ftates coniifcate ; 

Then, that their perfons remain prifoners 

|p the free towns, far off from Hoipe^ and fcver'd \ 

Where 
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Where they might neither have rdation. 
Hereafter, to the fenate» or the people. 
Or, if they had, thofe towns then to be mulded^ 
As enemies to the ft^te, that had their guard. 

Sen. 'Tis good, and honourable, Casfar hath utter'd. 

OV. Fathers, I fee your faces and your eyes 
All bent on me, to note, of thefe two cenfures. 
Which I incline to. Either of them are grave. 
And anfwering the dignity of the fpeakers. 
The greatnefs of th' affair, and both fevere. , 

One urgeth death ; and he may well remember 
This ftate hath punifh'd wicked citizens fo : 
The other, bonds, and thofe perpetual, which 
He thinks found out for the more fmgular plague. 
Decree which you (hall pleafe : you have a conful. 
Not readier to obey, than to defend, 
.Whatever you (hall a6t for the republick ; 
And meet with willing (houlders any burden, ^ 
Or any fortune, with an even face. 
Though it were death i which to a valiant man 
Can never happen foul, nor to a conful 
Be immature, nor to a wife man wretched. 

Syl. Fathers, I fpake but as I thought the needs 
O' th' commonwealth required. 

Cato. Excufe it not. 

Ck. Cato, fpeak you your lentence. 

Cato. This it is. 
You here difpute on kinds of punifhment. 
And ftand confulting what you ihould decree 
'Gainft thofe of whom you rather (hould beware : 
This mifchief is not like thofe common fa£ls. 
Which when they Ve done, the laws may proiecute« 
But this, if you provide not e're it happen. 
When it is happened, will not wait your judgment. 
Good Caius Caefar here hath very well, 
And fubtilly difcoui:$'d of life and death. 

As 
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As if he thought thofe things a prettf hhlt^ 

That arc ddivicr id m of hell and furiea. 

Or of the divers forays that iltl mm igo * 1 

From good, to 'filthy, dark, ami ugly places* 

And therefore he would have tbefelii^e, and long tK)0 ; 

But far from Rome, and in the fmali free tovwis, 

Left here they might have refciae : as if men 

Fit for fuch afts were>onrly in the city. 

And not throughout all Italy; or, that bold nefs 

Could not do more, where it found Icaft refifftance ? 

*Tis a vain counfel, if he think them dang'rous : 

Which if he do :not, but that be alone, 

Jn To great fear :of all men, ftand unfrighted. 

He gives mecaufe, and you too, more to fear him. 

I am plain, fathers. Here you look about 

One at another, doubtring what to do ; 

With faces, as you trufted to the Gods, 

That ftill have fav'd you : and they can do it : but 

They are not wilhings, or bafe womanifli pray'rji, 

Can draw their aids ; but vigilance, counfel, adtion ; 

Which they will be aftiamed to forfake. 

■ Tis floth they hate, and cowardifc. Here you have 

The traitors in your houfes ; yet you ftand. 

Fearing what to dowich 'em : let 'cm loofe. 

And fend 'em hence with arms too, that your mercy 

May turn your mffery, as feon as't can. 

0, but they are great men, and have offended 

But through ambition : we v/ould fpare their honour. 

1, if themfelves had fpar'd it, Or their fame. 
Or modefty, or either God, or man ; 

Then I would fpare 'em. But as things now ftand. 

Fathers, to fpare thefe men, were to commit 

A. greater wickedncfs than you would revenge. 

If there had been but time and place for you 

To have repair'd this fault, you (bould have made it ; 

Jt Jhould have been your punifhment, to have felt 

Your 
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Your tardy error : butneceffity 

Now bids me fay, let 'cm not live an hour^ 

If you mean Rome Ihould live a day. I've done. 

Sen, Cato hath fjpoken like an oracle. 

Cra. Let it be io decreed. 

Sen. We all were fearful. * 

Syl And had been bafe, had not his virtue rais'd us« 

Sen. Go forth, mod worthy conful, we'll afilil you. 

Oef. I am not yet chang'd in my fentence, fathers. 

Cat§. No matter. What be thofc ? 

Sen. Letters for Casfar. 

Cato. From whom ? let 'em be read in open fenate« 
Fathers, they come from the confpirators ; 
I crave to have 'em read, for the republick. 

Caf. Cato, read you it. 'Tis a love-letter. 
From your dear fitter to me : though you hate me. 
Do not difcover it. 

Cato. Hold thee, drunkard. Conful, 
Go forth and confidently. 

Caf. You'll repent 
This rafiinefs, Cicero. 

Pr^e. Caefar ftiall repent it. 

Cic. Hold, friends. 

Pr^e. He's fcarce a friend unto the publick; 

Cic. No violence. Casfar, be fafe. Lead on. 
Where are the publick executioners ? 
Bid 'em wait on us. On to Spinthcr's houfe. 
Bring Lcntulus forth. Here, you, the fad revengen 
Of capital crimes againft the publick, take 
This man unto your juftice } ftrangle him. 

Lin. Thou dott well, conful. 'Twas a caft at dice» 
In fortune's hand, not long fince, that thy felf 
Should'ft have heard thefe, or other wonls as fatal. 

'Sen. We ARE K\.i. fearfuLI T have the fatisfaftion to find that my 
own conjeflure, which had alfo the fandlion of Mr Seward, ii 
confirmed by the 4to : it is therefore inferted xtx ibc text In the 
Bcxt linejj^ for his, the 4^0 reads this, 

Cic. 
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Cic. Lead on to Quintus Cornificius' houfe* 
Bring forth Cethegus« Take him to the due 
Death that he hath deferred, and let it be 
Said, he was once. ' 

Cef. A bead, or what is worfc, 
A flave, Cethegus. Let that be the name 
For ail that's bafe^ hereafter ; that would let 
This worm pronounce on him, and not have trampled 
His body into— -Ha \ art thou not mov'd ? 

Gc. Juftice is never angry. Take him hence. 

Cei. O, the whore fortune, and her bawds the fates ! 
That put thefe tricks on men, which knew the way 
To death by a fword. Strangle me, I may fleep ; . j^ 
I ihali grow angry with the Gods elfe, 

Cic* Lead 
To Gaius Casfar, for Statilius. . # 

Bring him and rude Gabinius out. Here take 'em 
To your cold hands, and let him feel death from you« 

Gab. I thank you, you do me a pleafure. 

Sla. And me too. 

Cato.So Marcus Tullius» thou may'ft now (land up. 
And call it happy Rome, thou being conful. 
Great parent of thy country, go, and let 
The old men of the city, e*re they die, 
Ki fs thee ; th^matrons dwell about thy neck ; 
The youths and maids lay up, 'gainftthey are old. 
What kind of man thou wert, to tell their nephews. 
When, fuch a year, they read, within our Fafti, 
Thy conful (hip. Who's this ? Petreius ? 

GV. Welcome, 
Welcome, renowned foldier. What's the news ? 



jlndletit he 



Said, HE WAS ONCE.] The fentence is here finifhed^ altho* Cethe- 
gas replies in a manner thac feems to complete the meaning. The 
allufion is to the cuftomary expreflion among the Romans, ufed both 
ID funeral infcriptions, or in ipeaking of a perfon departed, 'uixit 
QT'fuie, So that it means hcra, " Let it be faid, he is now no more." 
Si'ue erimti4, Jtu nosjatafuiffe *ue/inf, T i b u ll . 

This 
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This face cw bring no ill with't unto Rjocne^ 
How does the worthy conful, my ceUegue ? 

Pet. As well as vi&ory can make him, &< 
He greets the fathers, and to me hathtrufted 
The fad relation of the civil ftrife ; . -.^ 

For, in fuch war, theconqucft ftill is black. 

Cic. Shall we withdraw into the houie of Concord ?*. 
.Cat§. No, happy conful: here kt all cars take 
The benefit of this tale. If he had voice 
To fpread unto tht poles, and flrike it through 
Hie centre to th* antipodes, it would afk it. 

Pet. The flraits and needs of Catiline being fiichy 
As he m^ft fight with one of the two armies. 
That then had near inck)s'd him ; it picas'd fate 
To make us th* objc6t of his delp'rate choice. 
Wherein the danger almoft pois'd the honour : 
And as he rofe, the day grew black with him. 
And fate defcended nearer to the e^th. 
As if (he meant to hide the name of things '*" 
Under her wings, and make the wo^ld her quarry.. 
At this we rous'd, left one fmall minute's ftay 
Had left it to be inquir'd, what Rome: .was \ 
And (as we ought) arm'd in the confidence 
Of our great caufe, in form of battle ftood : . 
Whilft Catiline came on, not with the face 
Of any man, but of a publick ruin : 

>° Js if fie meant to hide the name of THl^cs.] Mr. Sympron 
conjedures that xht frame of things wav the orieinal reading ; but at 
our poet was fo adventurous a dealer in the learned languages, I 
acquiete in the expreflion of the text My friend wi!l rcadiFy re- 
collect, that in thoie lang;Uages the names of things is equivalent to, 
and often means tke things themjel'ves. The fpirit of this fpeech is 
truely noble, the images of fublimity and horrour it abounds with^ 
are drawn with a happy mixture of poetry and judgment, and dif- 
pofed with equal exaAnefs and art. For the honour of our poet, it 
mafl be added that this ipeech is not a tranflation : the whole is de- 
rived from the fources of his own imagination, with no afliflAnc^ 
from his clailic mailers. I look on it a$ the moft capital delcription 
in all the works of Jonfoa. 

His 
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His countenance was a civil war it fdf^ 

And all his hoft had ftandtng in thdr looks 

The palenefs oF the death that was to come. 

Yet cried they out like vukurs, and urg'd on^ 

As if they would precipitate our fates. 

Nor ftay'd we kxiger for 'em : but himiiclf 

Struck the firft (troke ; and with it fled a life. 

Which cut, it feem'd a narrow neck of land 

Had broke between two mighty ieas, and eitfher 

Flow'd into oriier ; for fo did the (laughter : 

And whiri'd about, as when two violent tides 

Meet, and net yield. The furies ftood on hills. 

Circling the place, and trembling to lee men 

Do more than they -, whilft piety left the field 

Griev'd for that fide, that in fo bad. a caufe 

They knew not what a crime their valour was. 

The fun flood dill, and was, behind the cloud 

The battle made, feen fweating, 00 drive up 

His frighted horfe, whom ftill the noife drove backward. 

And now had fierce Enyo, like a* flame, 

Confum'd all it could reach, and then it lelf i 

Had not the fortune of the commonwealth 

Come, Pallas like, to every Roman thought. 

Which Catiline feeing, and that now his troops 

Covered that earth they *ad fought on, with their trunks. 

Ambitious of great fame, to crown his ill, 

CoUeded all his fury, and ran in 

( Arm*d with a glory high as his defpair) 

Into our battel, like a Libyan lion 

Upon his hunters, fcornful of our weapons, • 

Carclefs of wounds, plucking down lives about him. 

Till he had circled in himfelf with death : 

Then fell he too, t* embrace it where it lay. 

And as in that rebellion 'gainft the Gods, 

Minerva lK)lding forth Medufa*s head. 

One of the giant-brethren felt himfelf 

Grow marble at the killing fight, and now 

Almoft 
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Almoft made ftone^ began t' inquire^ what flinty 
What rock it was, thac crept through all his iimhs^ 
And e're he could think more, was that he fear*d ^ 
So Catiline, at the fight of Rome in us. 
Became his tomb : yet did his look retain 
Some of his fiercenefs, and his hands ftill mov'd. 
As if he laboured yet to grafp the ftate 
With thofe rebellious parts^ 

Cato. A brave bad death ! 
Had this been honeft now, and for his country. 
As 'twas againft it, who had e'er fall'n greater ? 

C/V.Honour'dPetreius,Rome, not I, muft thank you» 
How modeftly has he fpoken of himfelf ! 

Cato. He did the more. 

Cic Thanks to the immortal Gods, 
Romans, I now am paid for all my labours. 
My watchings, and my dangers. Here conclude 
Your praifes, triumphs, honours, and rewards^ 
Decreed to me: only the memory 
Of this glad day, if I may know it -live 
Within your thoughts, ihall much afFe& my confciencr. 
Which I muft always ftudy before fame. 
Though both be good, the latter yet is Vforfk, 
And ever is ill got, without the firll. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

K ING's MAJESTY. 

YOUR Majefty is welcome to a Fair, [wai^ 

Such place, fuch men, fuch language, and iuch 
You mud expert : with theie, the zealous noile 
Of your lands fadlion, fcandaliz'd at toys. 
As babies, hobby-horfes, puppet-plays. 
And fuch like rage, whereof the petulant ways 
Your felf have known, and have been vext with long. 
Thefe for your fport, without particular wrong. 
Or juft complaint of any private man, 
(Who of himfclf, or fhall think well, or can) 
The maker doth prefent : and hopes, to-night 
To give you for a fairing, true delight. 
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is like to be a very conceited fcurvy one, in plsun 
EngUlh. When't comes to the Fair 6oce, you were 
c*en as good go to Virginia, for any thing there is of 
Smithfield. He has not hit the humours, he does not 
know 'em ; he has not coavers'd with the Bartholo- 
mew birds, as they fay ; he has ne*er a fword and 
bvLclUer*man in his Fair ; nor a little Davy, to take 
tdH p'the bawds thene, as in my time ^ nor a Kind- 
heart, if any body's teeth (hould chance to ake in his 
play ; nor a jugler with a well-educated ape, to come 
over the chain for a king of England, and back again 
for the prince, and (it ftill on his arfe for the pope and 
the king of Spain ! None of thefe fine fights ! Nor has 
he the canvas-cue V the nighc, for a hobby- horfe- man 
to creep into his (he- neighbour, and take his leap there! 
Nothing! No: an' fome writer (that I know) had 
had but the penning o' this matter, he would ha' made 
you fuch a jickajog i' the bopths, you flipuld ha' 
thought an earthquake had been i' the Fair ! But thcfc 
maftcr-poets, they will ha* their own abfurd courfes ^ 
they will be inform'd of nothing. He has (fir reve- 
rence) kick'd me three or four times about the tiring- 
houfe, I thank him, but for offering to put in with my 
experience. TH be judg'd by you, gentlemen, now, 

'' And yoa do do them well, with good applaafe, 

'* Which yoa have juftly gained from the ftage, 
^ By obfervation of thofe comic laws, 

** Which r your mafler hrft did teach the age, 
** Yoa learnt it well, and for it ferv'd your time, 

** A 'prenticeihip, which few do now a days : 
** Now each court hobby-horfe will winre in rhime^ 

" Both learned and unlearned, all write plays. 
** It was not fo of old : men toolc up trades 

** That knew the craft they had been bred in right i 
** An honeft bilboefmith wou*d make good blade*, 

** And the phyfician teach men i'pue and ih-— — • 
«* ^he cobler kept him to his awl ; but now 
*' Hell be a poet, fcarce can guide a plow. 

but 
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but for one conceit of mine ! would not a fine punflp 
upon the ftage ha' done well, for a property now ? and 
a punk let under upon her head, with her ftern up* 
ward, and ha' been fousM by my witty young maftcrs 
& the Inns o* Court ? What think you o* this for a 
(hew, now ? he will not hear o'this 1 I am an afs I II 
and yet I kept the ftage in mafter Tarleton's time*^ I 
thank my ftars. Ho I an' that man had livM to have 
play'd in Bartholomew Fair, you (hould ha* feen him 
ha' come in, and ha' been cozened i' the cloth-quar- 
ter, fo finely ! And Adams, the rogue, ha' leap'd 
and caper'd upon him, and ha' dealt his vermin about» 
as though they had coft him nothing. And then a 
fubllantial watch to ha' ftoln in upon 'em, and taken 
^cm away, with miftaking words, as the fafhion is ia 
the ftagc-prafticcV 

[Td him] BovkboUer and Scrivemr. 

Book. How now ? what rare difcourle are you fain 
upon ? ha ? ha' you found any familiars here, that you 
are fo free ? what's the bufinefs ? 

Stage. Nothing, but the underftanding gentlemen 
o'the ground here alk'd my judgment^* 

^ And yet Jhpt the ftage tn «ri^frTA«LBT0N's /fW(]He was a cele- 
brated comedian in the reign ^i Queen £lizabech» and excelled in 
the performaace of droll and humorous charaders. 

J And then afahftantial watch to hd Jioln in up€n *em, and tahm 
*em a-ujay,*wM MtsTAiciNOwoRDs,^/ thefitlbiim u in tbiftage-fraSice,^ 
This is certainly a fneer on Shalcefpear: the nvaicb in Much ad9 
ahout Nothing, break in upon Doracchio and Conrade, as they are 
talking together, and hurry them away to the conftable, where the 
chief numour of the fccne^and of the proceedings afterwards.is owing 
to the ignorance of the wtttch and the officers, who perpetually 
h/under ia their /an^uage, 

^^be nnderfttmding gentlemen of the ground here^ 1. C. the Pit* 
So Shakefprar, 

" To fplit the ears of the groundlings.''^ liemlit^ 

The word generally ufcd by way of contempt. 

S 4. Book. 
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S^ok. Your Judgment, rafcal ? for what ? fweeping 
the ftage ? or gathering up the broken apples for the 
bears within ? Away rogue, it's come to a fine degree 
in thefe fpeftacles, when fuch a youth as you pretend 
CO a jud^ent. And yet he may, i* the moft o* this 
oiatter, i' faith : for the author has writ it juft to his 
meridian, and the fcale of the grounded judgments 
here, his play-fellows in wit. Gentlemen, not for want 
of a prologue, but by way of a new one, I am lent out 
to you here, with a fcrivener, and certain articles drawn 
out in hafte between our author and you «, which if 
you pleafe to hear, and as they appear reafonable, to 
approve of i the play will follow prefently. Read, 
fcribe, gi' me the counterpane. 

Scriv. Articles of agreement, indented, between the 
fpeftators or Hearers, at the Hope on the Bankfide in 
the county of Surry, on the one party ; and the author 
of BaribolomewFair^ in the laid place and county, on the 
other party : the one and thirtieth day of Oftdber 1614, 
and in the twelfth year of the reign of our fovereign 
lord. Jambs, by the grace of God, king of England, 
France, and Ireland, defender of the faiths and of 
Scotland the feven and fortieth. 

JmfrimiSf It is covenanted and agreed, by and be* 
tween the parties abovefaid, and the faid fpedators and 
hearers, as well the curious and envious, as the favour- 
ing and judicious, as alfo the grounded judgments and 
underftandings, do for themfelves feverally covenant 
and agree to remain in the places their money or friends 
have put them in, with patience, for the fpace of two 
hours and an half, and fomewhat more. In which time 
the author promifeth to prefent thern by us, with a new 
fufficient play, called Bartholomew Fair, merry, and 
as full of noife, as fport : made to delight all, and to 
ofiend none ; provided they have either the wit or the 
honefty to think well of themfelves. 

It 
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It is further agreed, that every perfon here have his 
or their free-will of cenfure, to like or diflilce at their 
own charge, the author having now departed with his 
right: it Ihall bclawful for any man to judge his fix- 
pen'worth, his twelve- pen'worth, fo to his eighteen 
pence, two (hillings, half a crown, to the value of his 
place ; provided always his place get not above his wit. 
And if he pay for half a dozen, he may cenfure for all 
them too, fo that he will undertake that they fliall he 
filent. He (hall put in for cenfures here, a^ chey do 
for lots at the lottery : marry, if he drop but fix-pence 
at the door, and will cenfure a crowns-worth, it is 
thought there is no confcience or juftice in that. 

It is alfo agreed, that every man here exercife his 
own judgment, and not cenfure by contagion, or upon 
truft, from another's voice, or face, that fits by him, 
be he never fo firfl: in the commiffion of wit i as alfo, 
that he be fixt and fettled in his cenfure, that what he 
approves or not approves to day, he will do the 
fame tomorrow; and if tomorrow, the next day, 
and fo the next week (if need be :) and not to be 
brought about by any that fits on the bench with 
him, though they indite and arraif;n plays daily. He 
that will fwcar, Jeronimo^ or Andronicus^ are the beft 
plays yet, (hall pafs unexcepted at here, as a man 
whofe judgment fliews it is confl:ant, and hath ftood 
ftill thefe five and twenty or thirty years. Though it 
be an ignorance, it is a virtuous and (laid ignorance •, 
and next to truth, a confirmM error doQj well ; fuch a 
one the author knows where to find him. 

It is further covenanted, concluded, and agreed. 
That how great foever the expeflation be, no perfon 
here is to cxpefb more than he knows, or better ware 
than a Fair will afford : neither to look back to the 
fword and buckler ageof Smithficld,but content himfelf 
with the prefent. Inftead of a little Davy, to take 
toll o* the bawds, the author doth promifc a ftrutting 

horfc- 
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horfe-courfer, with a leer drunkard, two or three to 
attend him, in as good equipage as you would wi(fa« 
And then for Kind-heart the tooth -drawer, a fine oily 
pig-woman with her tapfter, to bid you welcome, and 
a confort of roarers for muGck. A wife juftice of 
peace meditant, inftead of a jugler with an ape. A 
civil cutpurfe fearchant. A fweet finger of new bal- 
lads allurant : and as freOi an hypocrite, as ever was 
broach'd, rampant* If there be never a fervant-tnon- 
fter i' the fair, who can help it, he fays, nor a nefl: of 
antiques'? he is loth to make nature afraid in his plays, 
like thofe that beget tales, tempefts, and fuch like 
drolleries, to mix his head with other mens heels *, let 
the concupifcence of jigs and dances reign as ftrong as 
it will amongft you : yet if the puppets will pleafe any 
body, they Ihall be entreated to come in« 

S If there te never a SKtLVAUT 'MOV ST ER P the /air ^ tvifo can belf 
it, he fu^s^ mr a. nest op antiques ?] Our author, and who Caa 
help it, is flill venting his fneers at Shakefpear. 'Y\k^ fervant- 
moTtfter is the charad^er of Caliban iti the Tempeft : the n^t of an- 
tiques is the clowns who dance in the Winter'' $ Tale ; and, lell he 
ihould be thought not to fpeak plainly enough, he ezprefsly men- 
tions thoCe plays in the next fentence, I am afraid the reader will 
chink but ill either of Jonfon's judgment, or his candoar, when he 
thns ridicales what has been generiuly admired by men of real tafte : 
bat I believe the Cneer was deilgncd not fo much to ridicule Shake- 
fpear for his invention, as the paffion of the mob for fpedUdes of 




ighted with the drefs and grotefque appearance 
than with the poetry of his fentiments and propriety of his language. 
So the clowns in the Winter^ Tale are introduceid in the habit of 
Satyrs, with long tails, cloven feet, and Hiaggy coats of hair : an 
apparatus, not ill-defigned, to fet on a quantity of barren fpe^iaton 
to laugh. Thus the poet, 

" They have made themfelves all men of hair" 

Winter's Tale^ a6l 4. fic. 7. 
An expreffion undoubtedly defigning their drefs % and not, as Mr« 
Warburtott explains it, tlUtt they are nimble, and leap as if they 
lebounded. 

la 
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In confideration of which, it is finally agreed, by 
the aforefaid hearers and fpeftators, That they neither 
in thcmfelves conceal, nor fufFer by them to be con- 
cealed, any ftate-dccipherer, or politick picklock of 
the fccne, fo folemnly ridicilous, as to fearch out, 
who was meant by the gingerbread woman, who by 
the hobby horfe man, who by the coftard monger, nay, 
who by their wares. Or that will pretend to affirm 
(on his own infpired ignorance) what mirror of ma* 
giftrates is meant by the juflice, what great lady by 
the pig-wonun, what concealed ftatcfman by the feller 
of moufc-traps, and fo of the reft. But that fuch per- 
fon or perfons, fo found, be left difcovered^ to the mer- 
cy of the author, as a forfeiture to the ftage, and your 
laughter aforefaid. As alfo fuch as (hall fo defperate- 
iyj or ambicioufly, play the fool by his place aforefaid, 
to challenge the author of fcurrility, bccaufe the lan- 
guage fomewherc favours of Smithfield, the booth, and 
the pig broih, or of prophanenefs, bccaufe a mad-man 
cries, God quit you^ or blefs you. In witnefs whereof, 
as you have prcpoftcrouQy put to your feals already 
(which is your money) you will now add the other part 
of fufFrage, your hands. The play (hall prefently 
begin. And though the Fair be not kept in the fame 
region, that fomc here, perhaps, would have it ; yet 
think, that therein the author hath obferVd a fpecial 
decorum, the place being as dirty as SmithHeld, and 
as (linking every whit. 

Howfoever, he prays you to believe, his ware is ftill 
the fame, elfe you will make him juftly fufpedb that he 
that is fo loth to look on a baby, or an hobby-horfe 
here, would be glad to take up a commodity of them, 
at any laughter or lofa in another place. 
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A C T I. S C B N E I. 

UttU'ioit. {To bim] Win. 

LiTTtE-WIT. 

t 

« 

A Pretty conceit, and worth the finding ! - 1 ha^ 
fuch luck to fpin out thefe fine things ftill, and 
like a filk-worm^ out of my felf. Here's mafr 
tcr Bartholomew Cokes, of Harrow o* th* Hill, i* th* 
county of Middlefex, efquire, takes forth his licence 
to marry miftrefs Grace Wellborn, of the faid place 
and county : and when does he take it forth ? to-day ! 
the foqr and twentieth of Augufl: ! Bartholomew^day ! 
Bartholomew upon Bartholomew ! there's the device I 
who would have mark'd fuch a leap-frog chanc'ie now ? 
A very lefs than Ames-ace, on two dice ! Well, go 
thy ways, John Little-wit, proAor John Little- wit : 
one o* the pretty wits o' Pauls, the Little-wit of Lon- 
don, (fo thou art call'd) and fomething befide. When 
A quirk or a quiblin does fcape thee, and thou doft not 
watch and apprehend it, and bring it afore the con* 
liable of conceit : (there now, I fpeak quib too) let 
^ix^ carry thee Qut 9' the arch-deacon's CQurt into his 

kitchcftt 
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kitchen, and make a Jack of thee, infteaH of a John. 
(There I am again la !) Win, good morrow. Win. I 
marry. Win. Now you k)ok ftntVf ^ndccd^ Wm! 
this cap does convince ! you*d not ha* worn ir. Win, 
nor ha* had it velvet, but a rough country bevcr, with 
a copper band> like the coney«ikin-w€man of Budge- 
Row? fwect Win, let me kifs it^^ and her fine high 
Ihoes, like the Spanilh lady ! good Win, go a little, 
I would fain fee thee pace, pretty Win ! by this fine 
cap, 1 could never leave kiiOing oa'c* 

ff^tn. Come indeed la, you are fuch a fool dill ! 

Litt. No, but half a one. Win, you arc the t'other 
half: man and wife make one fool". Win. . (Good !) 
Is there the proftor, or doftor indeed, i* the diocefe, 
that ever had the fonmie to win hkn fuch a Win ! 
(There I am again!) I do feel conceits coming upon 
me, more than I am able to turn tongue to. A po^c 
o* thefe pretenders to wit! your Three Cranes, Mitre and 
Mermaxi-men ! not a corn of true fait, not a grain of 
right muftard amongft them all. They may (land for 
places, or fo, again the next wit fall, and pay two 

E^ce in a quart more for their canary than other men. 
ut gi' me the man can ftart up a juftice of wit out of 
fix fhillings beer, and give the law to all the poets and 
poet- fuckers i' town, becaufe they arc the players gof- 
fips. 'Slid, other men have wives as fine as the play- 
ers, aiid as well dreft. Come hither. Win. 

SCENE II. 

« 

JVin-w. Why, how now, mailer Little-wit! mea- 
furingof lips ? or molding of kifles ? which is it ? 

Uity Troth, I am a little taken with my Win's drcf- 
fing here ! dot^s't not fine, mafter Win-wife ? how do 
you apprehend, fir ? Ihe would not ha* worn this habir, 

I chal^ 
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I challenge all Cheapfide to (hew fuch another : Moor- 
fields9 Pimlico-path, or the Exchange, in a fummcr* 
evening, with a lace to boot, as this has. Dear Win, 
let mafter Win-wife kifs you. He comes a wooing to 
our mother. Win, and may be our father perhaps. 
Win. There's no harm in him, Win. 

fVin^w. None i* the earth, mafter Little-wit. 

JJtt. I envy no man my delicates, fir. 

fVin-w. A) as, you ha* the garden where they grow 
ftill! A wife here with a ftrawberry- breath, cherry- 
lips, apricot<heeks, and a foft velvet head, like a 
Melicotton. 

Utt. Good, iYaith ! now dulnefs upon me, that I 
had not that before him, that I fhould not light on't as 
well as he ! velvet head ! 

ff^in-w. But my tafte, mafter Little*wit, tends to 
fruit of a latter kind : the fober matron, your wife's 
mother. 

Liit. I ! we know you are a fuitor, fir ; Win, and 
I, both wi(h you well : by this licence here would you 
had her, that your two names were as faft in it as hero 
are a couple. Win would fain have a fine young father 
i' law, with a feather : that her mother might hood it, 
and chain it, with miftrefs Overdo. But you do not 
take the right courfe, mafter Win-wife. 

fVin-w. No .? mafter Little-wit, why ? 

Ut. You are not mad enough. 

Win-w. How ? is madnefs a right courfe ? 

IJ$. I fay nothing, but I wink upon Win. You have 
a friend (one mafter Qiiarlous) comes here fometimes. 

fVin-w. Why ? he makes no love to her, does he ? 

Lit, Not a tokenworth that ever 1 faw, I aflbro 
you: but 

fVin-w. What ? 

Zi/. He is the more mad* cap o' the two. You da 
(lot apprehend mCf 
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fVin. Yow have ^ hot coal i* your mouth now, you 
cannot hold. 

Ut. Let mc out with it, dear Win. 

Win. Y\\ tell him my felf. 

JJt. Do, and take all the thanks, and much good do 
thy pretty heart. Win. 

fVin. Sir, my mother has had ber nativity-water cafl: 
lately by (he cunning- men in Cow* lane, and they ha' 
told her her fortune, and do enfure her, fhe fhall never 
have happy hour, unlefs (be marry within this fen'nighe ^ 
and when it is, it muft be a mad-man, they fay. 

Ut. I, but it muft be a gentleman mad-man. 

Win. Yes, fo the t'other man of Moor-fields fays. 

Win-w. But do's Ihe believe *em ? 

Ul Yes, and has been at Bedlam twice fince every 
day, to inquire if any gentleman be there, or to come 
there mad ! 

Win-w. Why, this is a confederacy, a mere piece of 
praftice upon her by thefe impoftors. ^ 

Uf. I tell her fo *, or elfe, fay I, that they mean 
fome young madcap-gtntlcman, (for the devil can equi- 
vocate as well as a (hop-keeper) and therefore would I 
advife you to be ^ little madder than ma(ter Quarloua 
hereafter. 

Win-w. Where is Ihe ? ftirring yet ? 

Ui. Stirring ! yes, and ftudying an old elder come 
from Banbury, a fuitor that puts in here at meal- tide, 
to praife the painful brethren, or pray that the fweet 
lingers may be reftor'd ; fays a grace as long as his 
breath lafts him ! fome time the fpidt is fo ftrong witb 
him> it gets quite out qf him, and then my mother, or 
Win, are fain to fetch it again with Malmfey, or Aqua. 
Coeleftis. 

PVtn. Tes, indeed, we have fuch a tedious life with 
him for his diet, and his cIot;hes too, he breaks his but- 
tops, and cracks feams at every faying he fob^ out. 
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Lit. He cannot abide my vocation, he fays. 

Win. No, he told my mother, a prodor was a claw 
of the bead, and that fhe had little lefs than committed 
abomination in marrying me fo as ihe has done. 

Ut. Every line (he fays) that a proftor writes, when 
it comes to be read in the bifhop's court, is a long black 
hair, kemb'd out of the tail of Antichrift. 

fFin-w. When came this profelyte ? 

Job. Some three days lince. 

SCENE III. 

Sluarhus^ littk-wit^ IVin^ JVin'mfe. 

^uar. O fir, ha' you ta'en foil here ? It's well a man 
may reach you after three hours running yet ! what an 
unmerciful companion art thou, to quit thy lodging 
at fuch ungentJemanly hours? none but a fcatter'd 
covey of fidlers, or one of thefe rag-rakers in dung- 
hills, or fome marrow-bone man at mod, would have 
been up when thou wert gone abroad, by all defcrip- 
tion. I pray thee what aileft thou, thou canfl: noc 
fleep ? haft thou thorns i' thy eye-lids, or thiftles i* 
thy bed ? 

IVtH-w. I cannot tell : it leems you had neither i* 
your feet, that took this pain to find me. 

Sluar. No, an' I had, all * the lime-hounds o' the 
city fhould have drawn after you by the fcent rather. 
Mr. John Little- wit ! God fave you, fir. 'Twas a hot 
night with fome of us, laft night, John : ihall we pluck 
a hair o' the fame wolf to-day, pro£tor John ? 

* All the LIME- HOUNDS 0* the dty Jhould henn dranfon after you hy 
the/tent.'] Lime-hounds are fo called from their being led in a leaflip 
or /eamt before they are fet upon the game, and fometimes they arc 
called lymmen : this is mentioned in order to fet right a paflage in 
Xing Lear, which appears to be corrupted ; 

*' Maftifiv grey -hound, mungril erim^ 

" Hound or fpanid, brache, or fymJ** 
I can find no fpecies of dogs with that denomination, fo that I ap- 
prehend the laft word (honid be fym, an abbreviation of lymmer. 

Vol. III. T Ut. 
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Lit. Do you remember, mailer Quirlous, what we 
difcours'd on I aft night ? 

^uar. Not I, John : nothing that I either difcourie 
or do, ^ at thofe times I forfeit all to forgetfulnels. 

Lit. No, not concerning Win? look you9 there 
file is, and dreft, as I told you (he Ihould be : hark 
you, fir, had you forgot ? 

^uar. By this head, I'll beware how I keep you 
company, John, when I am drunk, an* you have 
this dangerous memory ! that's certain. 

Lit. Why, fir ? 

^ar. Why ? we were all a little flain'd laft night» 
fprinkled with a cup or two, and I agreed with proftor 
John here, to come and do fomewhat with Win (I 
know not what 'twas) to-day ; and he puts me in mind 
on't now ; he fays he was coming to retch me : before 
truth, if you have that fearful quality, John, to re* 
member when you are fober, John, what you promile 
drunk, John ; I fliall take heed of you, John. For 
this once I am content to wink at you ; where's your 
wife? come hither. Win. [He kijfetb her. 

Win. Why, John ! do you fee this, John ? look you ! 
help me, John. 

IJt. O Win, fie, what do you mean. Win? be 
womanly, Win^ make an out-cry to your mother. 
Win ? mailer Quarlous is an honeft gentleman, and 
our worihipful good friend. Win : and he is mafter 
Win- wife's friend too : and mafter Win-wife comes a 
fuitor to your mother. Win ; as I told you before. Win, 
and may perhaps be our father. Win: they'll do you 
no harm. Win : they are both our wormipful good 
friends. Mafter Quarlous! you muft know mafter 
Quarlous, Win; you muft not quarrel with mafter 
Quarlous, Win. 

^uar. No, we'll kifs again, and fall in. 

Lit. Yes, do, good Win. 

Win. V faith you are a fool, John. 

Ut. 
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JJt. A fooKJohfi) (he calls me ; do you mark that» 
gentlemen ? pretty Little-wit of velvet I a fool- John. 

^^r.She may call you an apple- John, if you ufethis. 

Win-V). Pray thee forbear, for my refpedt, fomewhat* 

^ar. Hoy-day ! how refpcftive you are become o* 
the fudden I I fear this family will turn you reformed 
too \ pray you come about again. Becaufe ihe is in 
pofllbility to be your daughter-in-law, and may afk 
you bleiling hereafter, when ihe courts it to Totnam 
to eat cream. Well, I will forbear, fir; buti^faith^ 
would thou wouldft leave thy exercife of widow-hunt- 
ing once ! this drawing after an old reverend fmock by 
the fplay-foot: there cannot be an ancient tripe or 
trillibub i' the town, but thou art ftraight nofing it» 
and 'tis a fine occupation thou'lt confine thy felf to, 
when thou haft got one ; fcrubbing a piece of bufi; as 
if thou hadft the perpetuity of pannyer-ally to ftink 
in; or perhaps worfe, currying a carkafs that thou 
haft bound thy felf to alive. I'll be fworn, fome of 
them (that thou art, or haft been a fuitor to) are fb 
old, as no chafte or married pleafure can ever become 
*cm ; the honeft inftrument of procreation has (forty 
years fince) left to belong to 'em ; thou muft vifit 'em 
as thou wouldft do a tomb, with a torch, or three 
handfuls of link, flaming hot, and fo thou may'ft hap 
to make 'em feel thee, and after come to inherit ac- 
cording to thy inches. A fweet courfe for a man to 
wafte the brand of life for, to be ftill raking himfelf a 
fortune in an old woman's embers ; we (hall ha' thee, 
after thou haft been but a month married to one of 
'em, look like the quartan ague and the black jaundife 
met in a face, and walk as if thou hadft borrow'd legs 
of a fpinner, and voice of a cricket. I would endure 
to hear fifteen fermons a week for her, and fuch coarfe 
and loud ones, as fome of 'em muft be ; I would e'en 

■ And after come to inherit according to thy inch BS.] 
Nunc 'uia frocejfus^ 'uetuLr fvejica heat a y 
Partes qui/que /uas, ad menfuram inguinss h^eref, Juv. Sat. i. 

T 2 dcfirc 
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deGre of fate, I might dwell in a drum, and take in 
my fuftenance with an old broken tobacco-pipe and a 
ftraw. Doft thou ever think to bring thine ears or 
ftomach to the patience of a dry grace, as long as thy 
table-cloth? and dronM out by thy fon here (that 
might be thy father) till all the meat o*thy board has 
forgot it was that day i* the kitchen ? or to brook the 
noife made in aqueftion of predeftination, by the good 
labourers and painful eaters allembied together, put 
to 'em by the matron your fpoufe \ who moderates 
with a cup of wine, ever and anon, and a fentence out 
of Knoxe between ? or the perpetual fpitting before and 
after a fober drawn exhortation of fix hours, whole 
better part ws^ the hum-ha-hum ? or to hear pray'rs 
groan*d out over thy iron chefts, as if they were 
charms to break 'em ? And all this for the hope of two 
apoftle-fpoons*, to fufier ! and a cup to eat a cawdle 
in ! for that will be thy legacy. SheMI ha* conveyM 
her ftate fafe enough from thee» an* (he be a right 
widow. 

JVin-w. Alas, I am quite off that fcent now. 

^uar. How fo ? 

IVin-w. Put off by a brother of Banbury, one that, 
they fay, is come here, and governs all already. 

^uar. What do you call him ? I knew divers of 
thole Banburians when I was in Oxford. 

fUn-w. Mafter Little-wit can tell us. 

Lit. Sir ! good Win go in, and if mafter Bartho- 
lomew Cokes his man come for the licence, (the little 
old fellow) let him fpeak with me ; what fay you, 
gentlemen ? 

* Jtui ail this for thi hope o/fwo afostlE'Spoovs.] TYkty were of 
a ronnd bowl, with a little head at the end, and twelve in a fee ; 
from whence they had the name of apoftUJfoons. There was 
anciently a certain angaent or eleduary, which ffom the nomber of 
its ingredients was called ap^ftohrtmn 

Win-w. 
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Win-w. What call you the reverend elder you told 
me of ? your Banbury man ? 

li/. Rabbi Bufy, fir \ he is more than an elder, he 
is a prophet, fir. 

^uar. O, I know him ! a baker, is he not ? 

Zi/< He was a baker, fir, but he does dream now, 
and fee vifions ; he has given over his trade. 

Sluar. I remember th^ too \ out of a fcruple he 
took, that (in fpicM confcience) thofe cakes he made^ 
were ferv'd to Bridales, May-poles, Mor rifles, and 
fuch profane feafts and meetings \ his chriften-name ia 
iSeal-of-the-land. 

Ut. Yes, fir, Zeal*of-the-Iand Bu(y« 

fTin-w. How ! what a name's there ! 

Uf. O they have all fuch names, fif ; he was wit* 
nefs for Win here, (they will not be c*ll*d Godfathers) 
and nam'd her Win-the-fight : you thought her name 
had been Winnifred, did you not ? 

fVinw. I did indeed. 

Lit. He would ha' thought himfelf a ftark repro- 
bate, if it had. 

^mr. I, for there was a blue-ftarch woman o* the 
name at the fame time. A notable hypocritical ver* 
min it is ; I know him. One that ftands upon his face, 
more than his faith, at all times : ever in feditious 
motion, and reproving for vain-glory *, of a moft lu- 
natick confcience and fpleen, and affects the violence 
of fingularity in all he does : (he has undone a grocer 
here, in Newgate-market, that broke with him, truft- 
ed him with currans, as errant a zeal as he, that's by 
the way :) by his profeflion he will ever be i* the ftate 
of innocence though, and childhood ; derides all anti-» 
quity, defies any other learning than infpiration ; and 
what difcretion foever years fiiould afford him, it is all 
prevented in his original ignorance : ha* not to do with 
him, for he is a fellow or a mofl: arrogant and invin- 
cible dulnefs, I afiure you. Who is this ? 

T3 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

fTaJpe^ Little-wit J VTtn-vnfe^ ^uarlous. 

Waf. By your leave, gcndemen, with all my 
heart to you ; and give you good morrow. Matter 
Little-wit) my buUnefs is to you. Is this licence 
ready? 

lit. Here I ha' it for you in my hand, mailer 
Humphrey, 

Wa^. That's well ; nay, never open or read it to 
me, it's labour in vain, you know* I am no clerk, I 
fcorn to be fav'd by my book, i' faith Til hang (irft ; 
fold it up o' your word, and gi* it me ; what muft you 
ha' for't ? 

Lit. We'll talk of that anon, mafter Humphrey. 

Waf. Now, or not at all, good mr. Prodor, I am 
for no anons, I aflfure you. 

Lit. Sweet Win, bid Solomon fend me the little 
black box within in my ftudy. 

WaJ, I, quickly, good miftrefs, I pray you : for I 
have both eggs o' the fpit, and iron i' the fire> fay 
what you muft have, good mr. Little- wit. 

Lit. Why, you know the price, mr. Numps. 

Waf, I know ? I know nothing, I. what tell you 
me of knowing ? (now I am in hafte) fir, I do not 
know, and I will not know, and I fcorn to know, and 
yet (now I think on't) I will, and do know as well as 
another \ you muft have a mark for your thing here^ 
and eight-pence for the box ; I could ha* fav*d two- 
pence i' that, an I had bought it my fclf 5 but here's 
fourteen (hillings for you. Good Lord ! how long your 
little wife ftays ! pray God Solomon, your clerk, be 
not looking i* the wrong box, mr. Proftor. 

Lit. Good i* faith ! no, I warrant you, Solomon is 
wifer than fo, fir. 

WaJ. 
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JVaf. Fie, fie, fie, by your leave, mafter Little wit« 
this is fcurvy, idle, foolifh and abominable, with all 
my heart ; I do not like it. 

fFtn-w. Do you hear ? Jack Little-wit, what bufi- 
nefs does thy pretty head think this fellow may have, 
that he keeps fuch a coyl with ? 

^uar. More than buying of ginger bread i' the 
cloifter here, (for that we allow him) or a gilt pouch 
i* the fair; 

ZJt. Mafter Quarlous, do not miftake him % he is 
his mafter^s both-hands, I afibre you. 

^uar. What ? to pull on his boots a mornings, or 
his ftockings, does he P 

Ut. Sir, if you have a mind to mock him, mock 
him foftly^ and look toother way : for if he appre- 
hend you flout him once, he will fly at you prefently; 
A terrible tefty old fellow, and his name is Wafpe 
too. 

^ar. Pretty infeft I make much on him. 

ff^af. A plague o' this box, and the pox too, and on 
him chat made it, and her that went for't, and all that 
ihould ha' fought it, fent it, or brought it ! do you 
fee, fir ! 

Lit. Nay, good Mr. Wafpe. 

fFaf. Good mafter Hornet, turd i* your teeth, hold 
you your tongue : do not I know you ? your father 
was a pothecary, and fold glifters, more than he gave^ 
I wuflc : and turd i* your little wife's teeth too (here 
ihe comes) 'twill make her fpit, as fine as fhe is, for 
all her velvet cuftard on her head, fir. 

Lit. O ! be civil, mafter Numps. 

fFaf. Why, fay I have a humour not to be civil i 
how then ? who fiiall compel me ? you i 

Lit. Here is the box now,- 

fFaf. Why, a pox o' your box, once again : let your 
little wife ftale in it, and fiae will Sir, 1 would have 

T 4 you 
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you to underftandt and thefe gentlemen too, if they 
pleafe*— 

fVin-w. With all our hearts, fir. 

JFaf. That I have a charge, gentlemen. 

Ut. They do apprehend, fir. 

Waf. Pardon me, fir, neither they nor you can ap- 
prehend me yet. (You are ah a(s.) I have a young 
mailer, he is now upon his making and marring ; the 
whole care of his well-doing is now mine. His fool- 
ifh fchool-mafters have done nothing, but run up and 
down the country with him to beg puddings and cake- 
bread of his tenants, and almoil fpoiled him ; he has 
learn'd nothing but to fing catches, and repeat Rattle 
Bladder, rattle* and O Madge I I dare not let him walk 
alone, for fear of learning of vile tunes, which he 
will fing at fupper, and in the fermon-times ! if he 
meet but a carman i' the Itreet, and I find him not 
talk to keep him off on him, he will whiftie him and 
all his tunes over at night in bis fieep ! he has a head 
full of bees ! I am fain now, for this little time I am 
abfent, to leave him in charge with a gentlewoman : 
'tis true, fiie is a juftice of peace his wife, and a 
gentlewoman o' the hood, and his natural fifter : but 
what may happen under a womaa^s government, there's 
the doubt. Gentlemen, you do not know him ; he is 
another manner of piece than you think for 1 but nine- 
teen years old, and yet he is taller than either of you 
by the head, God blels him. 

^ar. Well, methinks this is a fine fellow ! 

Win-w, He has made his mafter a finer by this de- 
fcription, I (hould think. 

Sluar. 'Faith, much about one, it's crofs and pile, 
whctner for a new farthing. 

fFaf. ril tell you, gentlemen—— 

Lit. Wiirt pleafe you drink, mafter Wafpc. 

IFaf. Why, I ha' not talk't fo long to be dry, fir 

you 
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you fee no dull or cobwebs come out o' my mouth : 
do you ? you'd ha' me gone, would you ? 

Ut. No, but you were in hafte e'en now, mr. 
Numps. 

H^af. What an' I were I fo I am ftill, and yet I will 
ftay too ; meddle you with your match, your Win 
there, ihe has as little wit as her hufband, it feems : 
I have others to talk to. 

Lit. She's my match indeed, and as little wit as I, 
good! 

Waf. We ha' been but a day and a half in town, 
gentlemen, 'tis true ; and yefterday i'che afternoon we 
walk'd London, to (hew the city to the gentlewoman , 
he (hall marry, miftrefs Grace ; but afore I will endure 
fuch another half day with him, I'll be drawn with a 
good gib-cat, through the great pond at home, as his ' 
uncle Hodge was ! Why, we could not meet that hea« 
then thing all the day, but ftaid him : he would name 
you all the figns over, as he went, aloud : and where 
he fpy'd a parrot or a monkey, there he was pitch'd, 
with all the little long-coats about him, male and fe- 
male ; no getting him away I I thought he would 
ha' run mad o' the black boy in Bucklers-bury, that 
takes the fcurvy, roguy tobacco there. 

Lit. You fay true, mailer Numps : there's fuch a 
one indeed. 

JVaf. It's no matter whether there be or no, what's 
that to you ? 

^mr. He will not allow of John's reading at any 
hand. 

S C E N E V, 

Okes^ Mftrefs Over-do^ Waffe^ Grace^ ^uarlous^ JFin^ 

vnfc^ Littk-xvit^ Win. 



*: O Numps ! arc you here, Numps I look where 
I ani» Numps ! and miftreis Grace too I nay, do not 

look 
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look angerly» Nutnps : my fifter is here and all^ I do 
not come without her. 

IVafn What the mifchief do you come with her? 
or (he with you ? 

Cok. We came all to leek you* Numps. 

IVaf^ To feek me ? why, did you all think I was 
loft, or run away with your fourteen (hillings worth 
of fmall ware here i or that I had changM it i' the 
fair for hobby-horfcs ? S'precious to fcek me ! 

Ov^.Nay, good mn Numps, do you fhew difcretion, 
though he be exorbitant (as mr. Over-do fays) and'c 
be but for confervation of the peace. 

IVaf. Marry gip, goody She-iuftice, miftreis French- 
hood ! turd i* your teeth, and turd i* your French- 
hood's teeth too, to do you fervice, do you (ee ? muft 
you quote your Adam to me! you think you are 
madam Regent ftill, miftrefs Over-do \ when I am in 
place ? no fuch matter I aiiiire you, your reign is out, 
when I am in, dame. 

Over. I am content to be in abeyance, lir, and be 
governed by you ; fo (hould he too, if he did well ; 
but 'twill be expeded you (hould alfo govern your 
paflSons. 

fVaf. Wili't fo, forfooth ? good Lord ! how (harp 
you are, with being at Bcth'lem yefterday ! Whetfione 
has fet an edge upon you, has he ? 

Over* Nay, if you know not what belongs to your 
dignity, I do yet to mine. 

H^af. Very well then. 

Cok. Is this the licence, Numps ? for k>ve's fake let 
me fee*t ; I never iaw aiicence. 

Waf. Did you hot fo ? why, you (hall not fecH 
then. 

Cok. An' you love me, goed Numps« 

JFaf. Sir, I love you,and yet I do not love you i*the(e 
fooleries ; fet your heart at reft, there's nothing in^t 
but hard words s and what would you fee't for ? 

Cok. 
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Ok. I would fee the length and the breadth on't» 
chat's all ; and I will fee*t now, fo I will. 

ff^af. You (ha* not fee it here. 

Cok. Then FU fee't at home, and Vl\ look upon the 
cafe here. 

ff^af. Why, do fo ; a man muft ^ve way to him a 
little in trifles, gentlemen. Thefe are errors, difeafes 
of youth ; which he will mend when he comes tojudg^ 
ment and knowledge of matters. I pray you conceive 
fo, and I thank you. And I pray you pardon him» 
and I thank you again* 

^ar. Well, this dry-nurfe, I fay (till, is it delicate 
man. 

fVin. And I am, for the cofiet his charge ! did you 
ever fee a fellqw's face more acciife him for an als ? 

^uar. Accufe him ? it confefies him one without ac* 
cufing. What pity 'tis yonder wench fhould marry 
fuch a Cokes ? 

fVin-tv. *Tis true. 

Siuar. She feems to be difcreet, and as fober as Ihe 
is handfome. 

JVin-w. I, and if you mark her, what a rellrain'd 
fcom fhe cafts upon all his behaviour and fpeeches ? 

Cok. Well, Numps, I am now for another piece of 
bufincfs more, the Fair, Nuipps, and then ■ 

IVaf. Blefs me ! deliver me, help, hold me ! the Fair. 

Cok. Nay, never fidge up and down, Numps, and 
vex it felf. I am refolgte Bartholomew in this ; FU 
make no fuit on't to you ; 'twas all the end of my 
journey indeed, to ihew mrs. Grace my Fair. I call't 
my Fair, becaufe of Bartholomew : you know my name 
is Bartholomew, and Bartholomew Fair. 

Lit. That was mine afore, gentlemen : this mom*- 
ing. I had that i' faith upon his licence, believe me» 
there he comes after me. 

^uar. Come, John, this ambitious wit of yours 
(J am afraid) w^l do you ao good i' the end. 

Lit; 
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Lit. No ? why, fir ? 

^yar. You grow fo infblent with it, and over-doing, 
John ; that if you look not to it, and tie it up, it will 
bring you to Ibme obfcure place in time, and there 
^twilT leave you. 

JVtH-w. Do not truft it too much, John, be moi^ 
fparing, and ufe it but now and then •, a wit is a dan* 
gerous thing in this age \ do not over-buy it. 

. Lit. Think you U>^ gentlemen ? Til take heed on't 
hereafter. 

Win. Yes, do, John. 

Cok. A pretty little foul, this fame mrs. Little-wit^ 
would I might marry her. 

Grik> So would I, or any body elfe, fo I might fcape 
you. 

Cot. Numps, I will fee it, Numps, 'tis decreed : 
never be melancholy for the matter. 

fFaf. Why, fee it, fir, fee it, do, fee it I who hin- 
ders you ? why do you not go fee it ? 'Aid fee it. 

Cci. The Fair, Numps, the Fair. 

Waf. Would the Fair, and all the drums and rattles 
in't, were i* your belly for me : they are already i' your 
brain : he that had the means to travel your head 
now, fliould meet finer fights than any are i' the Fair, 
and make a finer voyage on't ; to fee it all hung with 
cockle-fliells, pebbles, fine wheat-ftraws« and here and 
there a chicken's feather, and a cob-web. 

^ar. Good faith, he looks, metbinks, an* you 
mark him, like one that were made to catch flies, with 
his fir Cranion-legs. 

JjTtn'W. And his Numps, to flap 'em away. 

Waf. God be w' you, fir, there's your bee in a boat, 
and much good do't you. 

Cok. Why, your friend, and Bartholomew \ za* you 
be lb contumacious. 

^ar. What mean you, Numps ? 

tFiaf. ru not be guilty, I, gentlemen. 

Over. 
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Over. You will not let him go» brother, and lofe 
him? 

Cok. Who can hold that will away ? I had rather 
lofe him than the Fair, I wufle. 

H^af. You do not know the inconvenience, gentle* 
men, you perfuade to, nor what trouble I have with 
him in thefe humours. If he go to the Fair, he will 
buy of every thing to a baby there % and houfhold-ftuff 
for that too. If a leg or an arm on him did not grow 
on, he would lofe it i' the prefs. Pray heav'n^ bring 
him off with one ftone ! and then he is fuch a ravener 
after fruit ! you will not believe what a coil I had t'odier 
day to compound a bufinefs between a katem*pear 
woman, and him, about fnatchingi 'ds intolenu)le» 
gentlemen. 

ff^in-w. O I but you muft not leave him now to 
thefe hazards, Numps. 

fTaf. Nay, he knows too well I will not leave him, 
and that makes him prefume : well, fir, will you go 
now ? if you have fuch an itch i* your feet, to foot it 
to the Fair, why do you ftop, am I your tarriers ? go^ 
will you go ? fir, why do you not go ? 

Cok. O Numps I have I brought you about ? come 
miftrefs Grace, and filter, I am refolute Bat, i' faith, 
fiill. 

Gra. Truly, I have no fuch fancy to the Fair, nor 
ambition to fee it ; there's noae goes thither of any 
quality or fafhion. 

Cck. O Lord, fir I you fliall pardon me, miftrefs 
Grace, we are enow of ourfelves to make it a fa- 
fliion ; and for qualities, let Numps alone, he'll find 
qualities. 

%^r. What a rogue in apprehenfion is this ! to un- 
derftand her language no better. 

fVin-w, I, and offer to marry her. Well, I will 
leave the chacc of my widow for to-day, and direftly 

to 
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to die Fair. Thefe flies cannot, this hot i€afbn» but 
engender us excellent creeping fport. 

^ar. A man that has but a fpoonful of brain would 
think fo. Farewell John. 

Ii/« Win, vou fee 'tis in fafliion to go to the Fair, 
Win i we muft to the Fair too, you and I, Win. I 
.have an affair i' the Fair, Win, a puppet-play of mine 
own making : fay nothing that I writ for the motion 
man, which you muft fee. Win. 

H^in. I would I might, John ; but my mother will 
never confent to fuch a prophane nootion, (he will 
call it. 

Ut. Tut, we*ll have a device, a dainty one : (now 
Wit, help at a pinch, good Wit come, come good 
Wit, and \ be thy will.) I have it. Win, I have it 
lYaith, and 'tis a fine one. Win, long to eat of a pig, 
fweet Win, i* the Fair ; do you fee, i' the heart o' 
the* Fair, not at Pye- corner. Your mother will do 
any thing. Win, to fatisfy your longing, you know i 
pray thee long prefently ; and be fick o' the fudden, 
good Win. ril go in and tell her ; cut thy lace i' the 
mean time« and play the hypocrite, fweet Win. 

fHn. No, ril not make me unready for it. I can 
be hypocrite enough, though I were never fo ftrait* 
lac'd. 

LU. You fay true, you have been bred i' the fami- 
ly, and brought up to't. Our mother is a moft eieft 
hypocrite, and has maintained us all this feven year 
with it, like gentlefolks. 

IFiH. I, let her alone, John, Ihe is not a wife wilful 
widow for nothing ; nor a fanftified fifter for a long. 
And let me alone too, I ha' fomewhat o' the mother in 
me, you (hall fee \ fetch her, fetch her i ah, ah. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI- 

Pwre-crafU Win^ LitiU-mt^ Bufy^ Solomon. 

Pure. Now» the blaze of the beauteous difcipHne, 
fright away this evil from our houfe ! how now, Win- 
the- fight, child ; how do you ? fweet child, (peak to 
ne. 

fVin. Yes, foriboth. 

Pure. Look up, fweet Win- the-fight, and fufier not 
the enemy to enter you at this door, remember th^t 
your education has been with the pureft \ what pol- 
luted one was it, that nam'd firft the unclean beaft> 
pig9 to you, child ? 

fFsn. Uh, uh. 

Ut. Not I, o' my fincerity, mother; fhe longVl 
above three hours e'er flie would let me know it j who 
was it. Win ? 

IVin, A prophane black thing with a beard, John. 

Pure. O ! refift it, Win-the-fight, it is the tempter, 
the wicked tempter, you may know it by the fleflily 
motion of pig ; be ftrong againft it, and its foul temp- 
tations, in thefe afiauks, whereby it broacheth flefli 
and blood, as it were on the weaker fide, and pray 
againlt its carnal provocations ^ good child, fweet child, 
pray, 

Lil. Good mother, I pray you, that fhe may eat 
fome pig, and her belly full too ; and do not you caft 
away your own child, and perhaps one of mine, with 
your tale of the tempter : how do you do. Win ? are 
you not fick ? 

fFin. Yes, a great deal, John, fuh, uh.) 

Pure. What fhall we do ? call our zealous brother 
Bufy hither, for his faithful fortification in this charge 
of the adverfary i child, my dear child, you fhall eat 
pig 9 be comforted, my fweet child. 
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ff^. J J but i* the Fair, mother. 

Pure. I mean i' the Fair, if it can be any way made 
or found lawful. Where is our brother Bufy ? will he 
not come ? Look up, child. 

Lit. Prefently, mother, as foon as he has cleans'd 
his beard. I found him faft by the teeth, i' the cold 
turkey-pie i' the cupboard, with a great white loaf on 
his left hand, and a glafs of Malmfey on his right. 

Pure. Slander not the brethren, wicked one. 

Ul Here he is now, purified mother. 

Pure. O brother Bufy I your help here, to edify 
and raife us up in a fcruple ; my daughter Win-the- 
fight is vificed with a natural difeafe of women, call'd 
A longing to eat pig. 

Ui. I fir, a Bartholomew pig ; and in the Fair. 

Pure. And I would be fatisfied from you, religioufiy- 
wife, whether a widow of the fandHfied afiembly, or 
a widow's daughter, may commit the ad without of- 
fence to the weaker fifters. 

Buf. Verily, for the difeafe of longing, it is a difeaie, 
a carnal difeafe, or appetite, incident to women : and 
as it is carnal, and incident, it is natural, very natu- 
ral : now pig, it is a meat, and a meat that is nou- 
rifliing and may be longed for, and fo confequemly 
eaten ; it may be eaten ; very exceeding well eaten: 
but in the Fair, and as a Bartholomew pig, it cannot 
be eaten ; for the very calling it a Bartholomew pig, 
and to eat it fo, is a fpice of idolatry, and you 
make the Fair no better than one of the high-places. 
This, I take it, is the (tate of the queftion : a high* 
place. 

Xi/. I, but in date of neceflity, place Ihould give 
place, mr. Bufy. (1 have a conceit ieft yet.) 

Pure. Good brother, Zeal-of-the-land, think to 
make it as lawful as you can. 

Ut. Yes, fir, and as foon as you can ; for it muft 
be, fir : you fee the danger my little wife is in, fir. 

Pure. 
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Puree. Truly, I do love my child dearly^ and I 
would not have her mifcarry, or hazard her firft-fruitSf 
if it might be otherwife. 

Buf. Surely, it may be otherwife, but it is fubjefk 
to conftru£tion, fubjeft, and hath a face of offence 
with the weak, a great face, a foul face ; but that face 
may have a veil put over ic, and be fhadow^d as it 
were ; it may be eaten, and in the Fair, I take it, in 
a booth, the tents of the wicked : the place is not 
much, not very much, we may be religious in the 
midft of the prophane, fo it be eaten with a reformed 
mouth, with fobriety, and humblencfs ; not gorg'd 
in with gluttony or greedinefs, there's the fear : for, 
fliould (he go there, as taking pride in the place, or 
delight in the unclean dreffing, to feed the vanity of the 
eye, or luft of the palate, it were not well, it were not 
fit, it were abominable, and not good. 

Lit. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her on't ; 
but courage. Win, weMl be humble enough^ we'll feek 
out the homelieft booth i' the Fair, that's certain \ ra- 
ther than fail, we'll eat it o' the ground: 

Puree. I, and I'll go with you my felf, Win-the- 
fight, and my brother Zeal-ot-the-land (hall go with 
us too, for our better confolation. 

Win. Uh, uh. 

Job. I, and Salomon too. Win, (the more the mer- 
rier.) Win, we'll leave Rabby Bufy in a booth. Sa« . 
lomon, my cloke. 

Sal. Here, fir, 

Buf. In the way of comfort to the weak, 1 will go 
and eat. I will eat exceedingly, and prophefy ; there 
may be a good ufe made of it too, now I think on't : 
by the publick eating of fwine'a flelh, to profefs our 
hate and lothing of Judaifm, whereof the brethren 
ftand taxed. I will therefore eat, yea I will eat ex- 
ceedingly. 

Lit. Good i' faith, I will eat bearcily too, becauie . 
. Vol. III. U I will 
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I will be no Jew, I could nerer twty with that fiiflf* 
necked generation : and truly, I hope my little one 
will be like me, that cries for pig lb i' the mother's 
belly- 

Buf. Very likely, exceeding likely, very exceed- 
ing likely. 



A C T 11. S C E N E I. 

JuJUci Overdo. 

WELL, in juftice name, and the king%\ and 
for the commonwealth ! defy all the world, 
Adam Overdo, for a difguife, and all ftory ; for thou 
haft fitted thy felf, I fwear. Fain would I meet the 
Linceus now, that eagle's eye, that piercing Epidau- 
rian ferpent (as 'my Quint. Horace calls him) that 
could difcover a juftice of peace (and lately of the 
Quorum) under this covering. They may have Icen 
many a fool in the habit of a juftice i but never till 
now, a juftice in the habit of a fod. Thus muft 
we do though, that wake for the publick good ; and 
thus hath die wife magiftrate done in all ages. There 
is a doing of right out of wrong, if the way be found. 
Never (hall I enough commend a worthy worflitpful 
man, fbmetime a capital member of this city, for his 
high wifdom in this point, who would take you now 
the habit of a porter, now of a carman, now of the 
dog-killer, in this month of Auguft ; and in the 
winter, of a feller of tinder-boxes: and what would 
he do in all (thefe fiiapes ? marry, go you into every 
akhoufe, and down into every cellar; meafure the 
length of puddings, uke the gag^ of black pots and 
cans, I, and cuftards, with a ftick -, and their circum- 
ference with a thread \ weigh the loaves of bread on 

s his 
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his middle linger ; then would he fend for *em home •, 
give the puddings to the poor, the bread to the hun- 
gry, thecuftards to his children -, break the pots, and 
burn the cans himfcif •, he would not truft his corrupt 
officers, he would do*t himfelf. ) Would all men in 
authority would follow this worthy precedent. For 
(alas) as we arc publick perfons, wHat do we know ? 
nay, what can we know ? we hear with other mens 
ears, we fee with other mens eyes. A foolifli con- 
ftable or a fleepy watchman, is all our information ; 
he flanders a gentleman by the virtue of his place, (as 
he calls it) and we, by the vice of ours, mull believe 
him. As awhile agone, they made me, yea me, to 
miftake an honeft zealous purfuivant for a feminary ; 
and a proper young batchelor of mufick, for a bawd. 
This we are fubjeft to that live in high place, all our 
intelligence is idle, and mod of our intelligencers 
knaves ; and by your leave, ourfelves thought little 
better, if not errant fools, for believing 'em. I, Adam 
Overdo, am refolved therefore to fpare fpy-money 
hereafter, and make mine own difcoveries. Many 
are the yearly enormities of this Fair, in whofe courts 
of Pie-pouders * I have had the honour, during the 
three days fometimes to lit as judge. But this is the 
fpecial day for detection of thofe forefaid enormities. 
Here is my black book for the purpofe ; this the 
cloud that hides me ; under this covert I Ihall/ec and 
not be feen. On, Junius Brutus. And as I began, fo 
ril end; in juftice name, and the king's, and for the 
commonwealth. 

SCENE II. 
Leatherhead^ Trajh^ Juftice^ Ursula, Moon-calf ^ Night- 

itigale^ Cojlermonger^ Pajfengers. 
L^ath, The Fair's peftiJence dead methinks ; people 
come not abroad to-day, whatever the matter is. Do 
you hear, lifter Tra(h, lady of the balket ? fit farther 

* Jnwhtfecou'ti o^pxe-pouozrs.] From the French PitdpoudreuM : It is a 
court held in fairs, to do juOicc to buywrs and fcJlcrs, and for redrcfs of al!^^'- 
orden committed in them. So called, bocaufe as fairs are mod ufually ia 
fummer, tfie fuiten are commonly country people with dujiyfcct. 

Vox,. III. U 2 with 
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with your gingerbread progeny there, and hinder not 
thc^profpcdt of my fliop, or Til ha* it proclaimed i*thc 
Fair, what ftu|F they are made on. 

^ra. Why, what ft ufF arc they made on, brother 
Leatherbead?, nothing but what'swhoirome,Iaflure you. 

Leatb, Yes, ftalc bread, rotten eggs, mufty ginger, 
(and dead houey, you know. 

Juji. I ! have 1 met with enormity fo foon ? 

Lea>h. I fhall mar your market, old Jone. 

Tra. Mar my market, thou too-proud pedler ? do 
thy worft, I defie.tliee, I, and thy ftable of hobby- 
horfes. I pay for my ground, as well thou doft, and 
thou wrong'il me, for all thou art parcel-poet, and an 
ingineer.* TllrHnd a friend (hail right me, and make 
a ballad of thee, and thy cattle all over. Are you puft 
up with the pi ide of your wares ? your Arfe-dine ? 

£^^/i&.GotQO,oldJone,riItalk with you anon ; and 
take you down too, atore juftice Overdo^ he is the man 
muft charm , you, rU ha* you i' the Pie-poudrcs. 

Tra. Charm me ? 1*11 meet thee face' to face, afore 
his worihip, when thou dar^ft : and though I be a little 
crooked o* niy body» I'll be found as upright in my 

F^r^H^thfiH m pAipSL-P0BT» €niM Ingineeii.] Thii ii t 6cer opoo I^ 
Joocty who wu repceicntcd in'thl» chan£Ur. It ii faid too, that Jooiba wrote a ievcie 

' Mtre agtinft him, in whkh he (lUcd him Sir Lmnum L44Hberbud | lod that tfaia 
iacire waa (bppicflcd by the kiag*a ^cr* hot b jet eittat in mamicript. Thn ec* 
count reqiurea fome elaeidatioa. It ii certain that .our anthoc mtended to lidicolethc 
erchited in the part of Le^thtrbesd j end he wrote aUb » fatire againft htOy which 
be called An £je/«|M«ti«» Vfkb Jmg9 Jtw** ; Ai.tbefe verfei were f«ppicfled, i( tf 
probable the two uO^ were coofbanded ) and it wst imagined that the poet fiade hnn 
the hero of hit fatire, binder the titled Sir LMUtrn^ >a he had really bf«D|ht him 
with that name npoo the ftap i bvt ^iattre wu not written till niany jepie. ^tn 
€tm incidentp on account of a quarrel between them in 1635. Howel hie a letter to 
JooCon on tbia fobjed, which mentiona the offence the king had .tnkca at theftft^ity 
whkh Jonfcn had expivfl|td« It concludea with the feUowing paflafe 1 ** If yow fpiric 
** wiU not let yott retrb^l, yet yoo ih»U do well to rcpreli any more copiea of the f«tire{ 
** for to deal plahily with yoo» yon have loft iboe girooBMl at covit by it t aa^'aa I 
" hear from a good hand, the king, who hath ib great hidgemeat in poetry aaio 
" other thing* elfcy it not well pleaied thcRwitk.** HowzL'a LfrKrr, p. a88. 
The S*pMMhMp wbi^h hnh neter befi^e been printed, the reader will flow fini 
■t the end or the Epigramt, in Vol. VI. The mgcnboa Mr. Vertoe, the friend of 
erery mofe, hath obliged me with a tranfiaipt of it Irom a copy m Ut poflcffioo, lad 

. hath aUb given me leave to make it poblick. In callug Lantern a ftntLfm^ 1m 
may allode to the ihare which Inigo Jonea had in the invention of the fcencry and 
other decoratiooa in the Mafquea prefented at court } or to a copy of veticf writtefl bj 
ktaD, and prdbtd to Cociat*i Cruditin, printed at Loadoa in 161 1^ in 4to» 

/ dealing 
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deafbg ^s any Woman in SmtthfieTd, I \ charm me ? 

Juft. I am glad to hear tny name is their terror, yet 
this is doing of juftice. 

heath, what do you lack ? what is't you buy ? what 
do you lack? rattles, drums, halberts, horfes, babies 
o' the beft ? fiddles of the fined ? 

Enter Cofiemumger. 

Cqfi. Buy any pears, pears, fine, very fine pears. 
Tra. Buy any gingerbread, gilt gingerbread ! 
Night. Hey, <* Now the Fair's a filling ! 
** O, for a tune to ftartle 
^* The birds o'the booths here billing : 
^* Yearly with old faint Barthle ! 
<' The drunkards they are wading, 
*^ The punks and chapmen trading ; 
« Whold fee the Fair without his lading ?** 
Buy any ballads ; new ballads ? 

Urf. "Fit upon't : who would wear out their youth 
and prime thus, in roafting of pigs, that had any cooler 
vocation f helPs a kind of cold cellar to*t, a very fine 
vauh o'my confcience ! what, Moon*calf« 
A&^. Here, miftrefs. 

N^ht. How now Ursula ? in a heat, in a heat ? 
Uff. My chair, you falfe faucet you i and my mora* 
ing^s draught, quickly, a bottle of ale, to quench me, 
rafeal. I am all fire and fat. Nightingale, I ihall e*en 
melt itway to the firfi: woman, a rib again, I am 
afraid. 1 do water the ground in knots, a»4 go, like 
a great garden pot ; you may ibllow me by. the S» S. 
I nfiake; 

JN^bt. Alas, goodUrs, was Zekiel here this morning? 
Uff; Zekiel f what Zekicl ? / 

;.iV%i&/« Zckiel Edgworth, the civil cut^purfe, yoo 
k^ow hite well enough ; he that talks bawdy, to you 
iUll : I call him my lecretary. 

: l^/^ He promised tobchcrothismorningjlrcmembcr** 
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Night. Wlien he comes, bid him ftay : Til be btck 
jlgain prefencly. [Mpon-calf brings im the chair. 

Urf. Beft take your morning dew in your belly^ 
Nightingale : come fir, fet it here ; did not I bid you 
fhould get a chair let out o' the (ides for me» that my 
hips might play ? you'll never think of any thxi^, till 
^our dame be rump-gall'd ; 'tis well, changeling : be- 
caufe it can take in your gra(s*hopperB thighs, you care 
for no more. Now you look as you had been i' the 
comer of the booth, fleaing your breech with ^ candle's 
end, and fet fire o' the Fair. Fill, Stote, fill. 

Juft. This pig-woroan do I know, and I will put 
her in, for my iecond enormity ; Ihe hath been before 
me, punk, pinnance, and bsuvd, any time thefe two 
and twenty years upon record i' the pie-poudres« 
Urf Fill again, you unlucky vermin. 
M$o. Tray you be not angry, miflrefs. Til ha' it 
widen'd anon. 

Urf. No, no, I (hall e'en dwindle away to*t, e*er 
the Fair be done, you think, now you ha* heated me : 
a poor vex'd thing I am, I feel my felf dropping al- 
ready as fad as I can ; two (lone o' fuet a day is my 
proportion: I can but hold life and (bul together, 
with this (here's to you. Nightingale) and a wbifF of 
tobacco at moft. Where's my pipe now ? not fiU'd ? 
thou errant incubce. 

Night. N^y) Urs'la, thou'lt gall betwe^ thei^tongue 
and the tee(h, with fretting, now. 

Urf How can I hope that evpr he'll difpharge his 
place of trufl:, tap{ter>, a man of reckoning under 
me, that remembers nothing I fay to him ? but look 
to't, firrah, you were beft. Three pence a pipe full, 
I will ha' qiade, of all my whole halfpoundof tobacco^ 
^pd ^ quarter of poynd of colts-foot mixt with it too, 
to eech it out. I that hwt dealt fo long iii die fire» 
will not be to feek in fmoke, now. Then fix and 
lA^enty (hillings a t>vrei 1 will advance q' my beer, 
. ^ »nd 
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and fifty (hillings a hundred o' my bottle-ale ; I ha* 
told you the ways how to raife it* Froth your cans 
well i' the fillings at length rogue, and yyg your 
bottles o* the buttock, firrah, then fkink out the firft 
glafs ever, and drink with all companies, though you 
be fure to be drunk ; you'll mif-rcckon the better, and 
be lels afliam'd on't. But your true trick, rafcal, 
muft be, to be ever bufie, and miftake away the 
bottles and cans, in hafte, before they be half drunk 
off, and never hear any body call, (if they fhould 
chance to mark you) till you ha* brought fre(h, and 
be able to ferfwear 'eoi^ Give me a drink of ale. 

Jufi. This is the very womb and bed of enormity ! 
grofs as herfdf ! this muft all down for enormity, all, 
every whit on't. 

Urf. Look who's there, lirrah : five fhil 
is my price, at leaft ; if it be a fow pig, fi3q>ence 
more $ if ihe be a great-bellied wife, and long for't, 
fix pence more fw that. 

Jufi. O tempora I O mores I 1 would not ha' loft my 
difcovery of this one grievance, for my place, and 
worfhip o' the bench* How is the poor fubjefb abus'd 
here * ! Well, I will fall in with her, and with her 
Moon-calf, and win out wonders of enormity. By 
thy leave, goodly woman, and the fatnefs of the 
Fair, oily as the king's conftable's lamp, and (hining 
as hb Ihooing*horn I hath thy ale vii tue, or thy beer 
fltength, that the tongue of man nuy be tickled, and 
his palate pleas'd in the morning ? let thy pretty ne* 
phew here go fearch and fee. 

Urf. What new roarer is this ? 

Moo* O Lord ! do you not know him, miftrefs ? 
'tis mad Arthur of Bradley, that makes the orations. 
Brave mafter, old Arthur of Bradley, how do you ? 
welcome to the Fair, when (ball we hear you againt 

* How u th poor abufedbin,'] Edit. 17 16. PrccediAg ones more 
jafUy» u thp text it here exhibited. 

U 4 ' CO 
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CO handle your matters, with your back agalnft a 
booth, ha M ha* been one o' your little difciples, i* 
my days ! 

Ji^. Let me drink, bdy, with my love, thy aunt, 
here ; that I may be eloquent : but of thy befk, Idft it 
be bitter in my month, and my words fall foul on the 
Fair, 

Urf. Why doft thou not fetch him drink ? and offer 
him to fit ? 

Moo. Is't ale or beer, mailer Arthur ? 

Juji. Thy beft, pretty ftrippling, thy beft; the 
fame thy dove drinketh, and thou draweft on holy- 
days, 

Urf Bring him a fix-penny bottle of ale : they fay, 
a fool's handfel is lucky. 

Jufi. Bring both, child. Ale for Arthur, and beer 
for Bradley. Ale for thine aunt, boy. My difjguift 
takes to the very wiih and reach of it. I fhall by the 
benefit of this difcover enough, and more: and 
yet get oflF with the reputation of what I would be : 
A certain middling thing, between a fool and a mad« 
ipaiif 

SCENE IIL 

\^o tbifn\ Knockbum. 

Knoc. What ! my little lean Urs'la ! my fhe-bear I 
art thou alive yet, with thy litter of pigs to grunt out 
another Bartholomew Fair ? ha ? 

Urf. Yes, and to amble a foot, when the Fair is 
done, to hear you groan out of a cart, up the heavy 
hill. 

Knoc. Of HolborHf Ursia, meanft thou fo ? for 
what, for what, pretty Urs ? 

Urf. For cutting halfpenny purfes, or dealing little 
penny dogs out o' the FaiTt 
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Kkoc. O ! good words, good words, Urs. 

Juft. Another fpecial enormicy . A cut-purfc of the 
fword, the boot, and the feather ! thofe are his n^arks. 

Urf. You are one of thofe horfe-leaches that gave 
out I was dead, in Turn-bull ftreet, of a furfeit of 
bottle-ale and tripes ? 

Knoc. No, 'twas better meat, Urs: cbws udders, 
cows udders ! 

Urf. Well, I (hall be meet with your mumbling 
mouth one day. 

Knoc. What ? thoul't poifon me with a neuft in a 
bottle of ale, wilt thou ? or a fpider in a tobacco-pipet 
Urs? come, there's no malice in thefe fat follcs, I 
never fear thee, an' I can fcape thy lean Moon-calf 
here. Let's drink it out, good Urs, and no vapours ! 

Juft. Doft thou hear, boy ? (there's for thv ale, and 
the remnant for thee) fpeak in thy faith of a faucet, 
now \ is this goodly perfon before us here, this vapours, 
a knight of the knife ? 

Moo. What mean you by that, maftet Arthur? 

Juft. I mean a child of the horn- thumb, a babe of 
booty, boy, a cut-purfe. 

Moo. O Lord, fir! far from it. This is mafter 
Dan. Knockhum Jordan : the ranger of Tum-buU; 
He is a horfe-courfer, fir. 

Juft. Thy dainty dame, though, call'd him cut-purfe. 

Moo. Like enough, fir ; fhe*ll do forty fuch things 
in an hour (an' you liften to her) for her recreation, if 
the toy take her i' the greafie kerchief : it makes her 
fat, you fee *, (he battens with it. 

Ji0. Here might I ha' been deceived now, and ha' 
put a fool's blot upon my (elf, if I had not play'd an 
after game o' difcretion. 

[Ur/la comes in again dropping. 

Knoc. Alas poor Urs, this is an ill feafon for thee. 

Urf. Hang your fdf, hackney- man. 

Knoc. 
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Knee. How, how, Urs? vapounP modon breed 
vapours ? 

Urf. Vapours ? iierer cu(k, nor twirle your dibble, 
gpod Jordan, I knovr what you'U take to a rery drop. 
Thd^ you be captain o* the roarers, and fight well 
ac the cafe of pifs*pots, you fliall not fr^ht me with 
your ly on- chap, fir, nor your tuiks ; you angry ? you 
are hungry : come, a pig's head will Hop your mouth, 
and ftay your ftomach at all times. 

Xmc. Thou art fuch another mad merry Urs, ftiil ! 
troth I do make confcienoe of vexing thee, now i' the 
dc^days,^ this hot weather, for fear of foundring thee 
7 the bodf , and melting down a pillar of the Fair. 
Pray thee take thy chair again, and keep ftate ; ami 
let's have a Mh faiottle of ale, and a pipe of tobacco ; 
and no vapours. FU ha' this belly o thine taken up, 
and thy grafs fcour'd, wench : look, here's Ezekiel 
Edgworth ; a fine boy of his inches, as any is i' the 
fair ! has fiill money in his purfe, and will pay all, with 
a kind heart, and good vapoursv 

SCENE IV. 

[To tbm] Edgworth^ N^htifignle^ Corn-cutter^ Tinder- 
box-man^ Pajpmgers, 

Edg. That I will indeed, willingly, maftcr Knock- 
hum ; fetch fome ale and tobacco. 

Leatk. What do vou lack, gentlemen ? maid, fee 
a fine hobby-horfe for your young mafter ; coft you 
but' a token a week his provender. 

Cor. Ha' you any corns i' your feet and toes ? 

Tin. Buy a moufe-trap, a moufe-trap, or a tormen^' 
tor for a flea. 

Tra. Buy fome gingerbread. 

Night. Ballads, ballads ! fine new ballads : 

Hear 
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Hear for your love, and bay for your money. 

A delicacc ballad o* the ferret and the coney. 

A prefer vative again' the punques evil. 

Another of goofe-green ftarcb^ and the devil. 

A dozen of divine points, and the godly garters : 

The fairing of good couafel, of ao ell and three 
What is't you buy ? [quarters. 

The wind- mill blown down by the witch's fartl 

Or faint George, thatO! did break the dragon's heart. 

Edg. Mailer Nightingale, cooie, hither, leave your 
mart a little. 

Nigbi. O my fecretary ! what (ays mv fccretary ? 

Ji^. Child o' the bottles, what's be r what's he? 

Moo. A civil young gentleman, mafter Arthur, that 
keeps company with the roarers, and dilburfes aUftiil. 
He has ever money in his purie ; he pays for them» and. 
they roar for him ^ one does good offices for another. 
They call him the fecretary, but he ferves no body. 
A great friend of the baUad*niaa's, tbey ace never 
afunder. 

Juji. What pity 'tis, fo. civil z, young mati fhould 
haunt this debauch'd company ? here's the bane of 
the youth of our time apparent. A prc^r penman, 
I fee't in his countenance, he haaagood clerk's look 
with him, and 1 warrant him a quick band. 

Moo. A very quick hand, fir. 

Edg. All the purfes, and ourchafe, I give you to 
diy by conveyance, bring hither to Urs'la's prefently. 
Here we will meet at night in her lodg^ and (hare. 
Look you chufe good places for your fianding i' the 
fair, when you fing. Nightingale. 

[This they wbifper^ that Ovirdo bears it not. 

Vrf. I, near the fuUeft paflkges *, and (hift 'em often. 

E4g. And i' your finging, you muft ufe your hawks 
eye nimbly, and fly the purfe to a mark ftill, where 
^lis worn, apd o'which fide ; chat you may gi' me the 

fign 
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fign with your beak» or hang your head that way i' 
the tune. 

Urf. Enough, talk no more on't : your friendfhip 
(mafters) is not now to begin. Drink your draught 
of indenture, your fup of covenant, and away ; the 
fair fills apace, company begins to come in, and I ha* 
ne'er a pg ready yet. 

Knee. Well faid ! fill the cups, and light the to- 
bacco : let's give fire i' the works, and noble vapours. 

Edg. And fhall we ha* fmocks, Urs'la, and good 
whimfies, ha? 

Urf. Come, you are i* your bawdy vein ! the beft 
the fair will afford, Zekiel, if bawd Whit keep his 
word. How do the pigs. Moon-calf? 

Mco. Very paflionate, miftrefs, one on 'em has 
wept out an eye. Mailer Arthur o' Bradley is me- 
lancholy here, no body talks to him. Will you any 
tobacco, mafter Arthur? 

Jufi. No, "boy, let my meditations alone. 

Meo. He's ftudying for an oration, now. 

yuft. If I can widi this day's travel, and all my 
policy, but refcue this youth here out of the hands 
of the lewd man and the ftrange woman, I will fie 
down at night, and fay with my friend Ovid, Jamquc 
epus exegi^ quod nee Jovis ira^ nee ignis^ &c. 
^ Knoc. Here Zekiel, here's a health to Urs'la, and 
a kind vapour ; thou haft money i' thy purfe ftill, and 
ilore ! how doft thott come by it ? pray thee vapour 
thy friends feme in a- courteous vapour. 

Edg. Half I have, mafter Dan. Knockhum, is al- 
ways at your fervicc. 

Jujt. Ha, fweet nature ! what golhawk would prey 
upon fuch a lamb ? 

Knoe. Let's fee what 'tis, Zekiel \ count it, come, 
fill him to pledge me. 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

[Toihem] Win-wife^ ^uarhus. 

JVin-w. We are here before 'em, methinks. 

^uar; All the better, we fhall fee 'em come in now. 

Leatb. What do you lack, gentlemen, what is'c you 
lack ? a fine horfe ? a lyon ? a bull ? a bear ? a dog^ 
or a cat ? an excellent fine Bartholomew-bird ? or an 
inftrument ? what is't you lack ? 

^mr. 'Slid ! here's Orpheus among the beafts, with 
his fiddle and all ! 

Tr^i.Will you buy any comfortable bread, gentlemen? 

Siuar. And Ceres felling her daughter's pidure, in 
ginger-work. 

Win-w. That thefe people ihould be fo ignorant to 
think us chapmen for 'em ! do we look as ifwe would 
buy gingerbread, or hobby-horfes ? 

Sluar. Why, they know no better ware than they 
have, nor better cuftomers than come. And our very 
being here makes us fit to be demanded, as well as 
others. Would Cokes would come ! there were a true 
cullomer for 'em. 

Knoc. How much is't ? thirty (hillings ? who's yon- 
der! Ned Win-wife, and Tom Quarlous, I think! 
yes: gi' me it all, gi' me it all. Maftcr Win wife! 
Mafter Quarlous ! will you take a pipe of tobacco with 
us ? do not difcredit me now, Zekiel. 

fFinw. Do not fee him -, he is the roaring horfc- 
courfer, pray thee let's avoid him : turn down this way. 

^ar. 'Slud, I'll fee him, and roar with him too, 
an' he roared as loud as Neptune ; pray thee go with 
me. 

tVinw. You may draw me to as likely an incon. 
venience, when you pleafc, as this. 

^ar. Go to then, come along, we ha' nothino- to 
do, man, but to fee fights now. 

Kffoc. 
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Knoc. Welcome mafter Quarlous^ and mafter Win* 
wife ; will you take any froth and fmoke with us ? 

^ar. Yes, fir ; but you'll pardon us if we knew not 
of fo much familiarity between us afore. 

Kfioc. As what, fir ? 

^ar. To be fo lightly invited to fmoke and froth. 

Knoc. A good vapour ! will you fit down, fir ? diis 
is old Ursula's manfion $ how like you her bower ? here 
you tnay ha' your punk and your pig in ftate, fir, both 
piping hot. 

^ar* I had rather ha* my punk cold, fir. 

Jufl. There's for me : punk ! and pig f 

Urf. What Moon calf, you rogue ? 

[She calls wiibin. 

Moo. By and by, the bottle is almoft off, miftrefs i 
here, mafter Arthur. 

Vrf. I'll part you and your play-fcHow there, i* the 
guarded coat, an' you funder not the fooncr. 

Knoe. Mafter Win -wife, you are proud methinks, 
you do not talk, nor drink ; are you proud ? 

IVin-w. Not of the company I am in, fir, nor the 
place, I aflure you. 

Knoe. You do not except at the company, do you ? 
are you in vapours, fir ? 

Moo. Nay, good mafter Dan, Knockhum, relpeft 
my miftrefs*s bower, as you call it j for the honour of 
<iur booth, none o' your vapours here. 

Urf. Why, you thin lean polecat you, an* they 
have a mind to be i* their vapours, muft you hinder 
'em ? what did you know, vermin, if they would ha* 
loft a clokf , or fuch a trifle i muft you be drawing 
the air of pacification here, while I am tormented 
within i' the fire, you wcafel ? 

( She comes out v;itb afire-hrani. 

Moo. Good miftrefs, 'twas in the behalf of your 
booth's credit that I fpoke. 

Urf. 
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Urf, Why ! would my booth ha' brokci if th^ had 
fal*n out in't) fir ? or would their heat ha' firVl it i 
in, you rogue, and wipe the pigs, and mend the fire, 
that they fall not, or TU both bafte and roaft you 
'till your eyes drop out like 'em. (Leave the bottle 
behind you, and be curft a while.) 

^ar. Body o' the Fair ! what's this ? mother o'the 
bawds ? 

Knoc. No, file's mother o' the pigs, fir, mother o'the 
pigs. 

f^in. Mother o' the furies, I thinks by her fire- 
brand. 

^uar. Nay, flie is too fat to be a fury, Aire fome 
walking fow of tallow ! 

M^in. An infpir'd veflel of kitchen-ftufi^ ! 

^uar. She'll make excellent geer for the coach* 
makers here in Smithfield, to anoint wheels and axle- 
trees with. [She drinks this while. 

Urf ly I, gamefters, mock a plain plump foft wench 
o'the fuburbs, do, becaufe file's juicy and wholefome ; 
you muft ha' your thin pinch'd ware, pent up i' the 
compafs of a dog-collar (or 'twill not do) that look« 
like a long lac'd conger, fet upright, and a green fea- 
ther, like fennel i' the joll on't. 

Knoc. Well faid, Urs, good Urs ; to *em Urs. 

^ar. Is file your quagmire, Dan. Knockhum ? is 
this your bog ? 

Night. We fliall have a quarrel prefently. 

Knoc. How, bog P quagmire ? foul vapours 1 humh ! 

^ar. Yes, he that would venture for't, I aflure 
him, might fink into her and be drown'd a week e'er 
any friend he had could find where he were. 

fVin. And then he would be a fortnight weighing 
up again. 

^ar. 'Twere like falling into a whole fiiire of but* 
ter ; they had need be a team of Dutchmen fliould 
draw him out. 

Knoc 
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Knoc. Aufwer 'em, Urs, where's thy Bartholomew 
wit now, Urs, thy Bartholomew wit ? 

Urf. Hang 'em, rotten, roguy cheaters, I hope to 
fee 'em plagu'd one day (pox'd they are already, I am 
fure) with lean play-houfe poultry, that has the bony 
rump, flicking out like the ace of fpades, or the point 
of a partizan, that every rib of 'em is like the tooth 
of a faw ; and will fo grate 'em with their hips and 
ihoulders, as (take 'em altogether) they were as good 
lie with a hurdle. 

^uar. Out upoa her, how (he drips ! (he's able to 

EVe a man the fweating-(ickners with looking on 

Urf. Marry look off, with a patch o' your face, and 
a dozen in your breech, though they be o'fcarlet, (ir. 
I ha* ieen as fine outfides as either o' yours, bring lowfy 
linen to the brokers, ere now, twice a week. 

^uar. Do you think there may be a fine new cuck* 
ing-ftool 'i' the Fair, to be purchas'd ; one large e- 
nough, I mean ? I know there is a pond ot capacity 
for her. 

Urf. For your mother, you rafcal ; out you rogue, 
you hedge-bird, you pimp, you pannier- man's ba- 
itard, you. 

^ar. Ha, ha, ha. 

Urf. Do you fneer, you dogs-head, you trendle- 
tail ! you look as you were begotten a'top of a cart in 
harveft-time, when the whelp was hot and eager. Go, 
fnufF after youir brother's bitch, mrs. Commodity % 
that's the livery you wear, 'twill be out at the elbows 
ihortly. It's time you went to't for the t'other rem* 
nant. 

Knoc. Peace, Urs, peace, Urs ; they'll kill the poor 
whale, and make oil of her. Pray thee go in. 

Urf Y\\ fee 'cm pox'd firft, and pil'd, and double 

Win. 
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jyin. liCt'S away, her language grows grcafier tha** 
her pigs. 

wf. Does't fo, fnotty-nofe ? good Lord ! are you 
fniveling ? You were engendered on a (he-beggar in it 
barn, when the bald thralher, your lire, was fcarce 
wariTi. 

fnn. Pray thee lct*s go. 

^ar. Ne, faith ; Y\\ ftay the end of her now : I 
know fhe cannot laft long : I find by her fimiies ihe 
wanes apace. 

Urf. Does Ihc fo ? V\\ fct you gone. Gi* mc my 
pig-pan hither a little. V\\ fcald you hence, an^ you 
will not go. 

Knoc. Gentlemen, thefe are rery ftrange vapours ! 
and very idle vapours ! I afiure you. 

^ar. You are a very (erious afs, we afldirc you. 

Knoc. Humh ! afs ? and ferious ? nay, then pard on 
ine my vapour. I have a foolifli vapour, gentlemen : 
Any man that does vapour me the afs, mafter Quar^- 
lous 

'^uar. What then, mafter Jordan ? 

Knoc. I do vapour him the lie. 

^ar. Faith, and to any man that Vapours me thp 
lie, I do vapour that. 

Knoc. Nay then, vapours upon vapours. 

Edg. Nig. *Ware the pan, the pan, the pan, flie 
comes with the pan, gentlemen. God blefs the wo- 
man. [Ursula comes in ivitb the fcalding pan. 

Urf. Oh. \Xhey fight. 

Tra. What's the matter ? 

Juft. Goodly woman ! 

Moo. Miftrefs! [She falls with it. 

Urf. Curfc of hell, that ever I faw thefe fiends ; oh ! 
I ha* fcalded my leg, my leg, my leg, my leg. I 
ha* loft a limb in the fcrvice ! run for fome cream 
and fallad oil, quickly. Are you under-peering, you 

YoL. III. X baboon? 
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baboon ? rip off my hofe, an* you be men, men, 
inen« 

Moo. Run you for fome cream, good mother Jone. 
ril look to your bafket. 

Leatb. Bed lit up i' your chair, Urs'la. Help, 
gentlemen. 

Knoc. Be of good cheer, Urs ; thou haft hindered 
me the currying of a couple of ftallions here, that 
abus'd the good race-bawd o* Smithfield ; *twas time 
for 'em to go. 

Nig. rfaith, when the pan came, they had made 
you run elfe. (This had been a fine time for purchafe, 
if you had ventur'd.) 

Edg. Not a whit, thefe fellows were too fine to 
carry money. 

Knoc. Nightingale, get fome help to carry her leg 
out o* the air ; take off her fhoes \ body o' me, fhe 
has the mal landers, the fcratches, the crown (cab^ and 
the quitter bone i* the t'other leg. 

Urf. Oh, the pox I why do you put me in mind o' 
my leg thus, to make it prick and (hoot ? would you 
ha* me i*the hofpital afore my time? 

Knoc. Patience, Urs, take a good heart, 'tis but a 
blifter as big as a windgall ; Til take it away with the 
white of an egg, a little honey and hog's greafe, ha' 
thy pafterns well roll'd, and thou (halt pace again hj 
to-morrow. Til tend thy booth, and look to thy affairs 
^e while : thou (halt fit i' thy chair, and give direc- 
tions, and (bine Urfa major. 
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.SCENE VI. 

Juftice^ Edgwrtb^ Nightingale^ Cokes, ff^afpe, Mftreft 

Overdo^ Grace. 

Juji. Thefe are the fruits of bottle ale and tobacco ! 
the foam of the one, and the fumes of the other ! Stay 
young man, and defpife not the wifdom of thefe few 
hairs that are grown grey in care of thee. 

Edg. Nightingale, ftay a litde. Indeed Til hear 
fome o* this ! 

Cok. Come, Numps, come, where arc you ? Wel- 
come into the Fair, miftrefs Grace« 

Edg. 'Slight, he will call company, you fhali fee* 
and put us into doings prefently. 

JuJi. Thirft not after that frothy liquor, ale: for 
who knows when he openeth the ftopplc, what ni^ay be 
in the bottle ? Hath not a fnail, a fpider, yea, a neuft 
been found there ? thirft not after it, youth *, thirft not 
after it. 

Cok. This is a brave fellow, Numps, let's hear him. 

Waf. 'Sblood, how brave is he ? in a garded coat ? 
You were beft truck with him, e'en ftrip, and truck 
prefently, it will become you, why will you hear 
him, . becaufe he is an afs, and may be a^kin to the 
Cokcfes. 

Cok. O, good Numps. 

Juli. Neither do thou luft after that tawncy weed 
tobacco. 

Cok. Brave words ! 

Juft. Whofe complexion is like the Indian's that 
vents it ! 

Cok. Are they not brave words, fifter ? 

Juft. And who can tell, if before the -gathering 
and making up thereof, the Allig^ca hath noc pifs'd 
thereon ? 

X a H^af. 
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^tf/ .'Heart let *cm be brave words, as brave as 
they will! an* they wfere all the bra^c words in a 
country, how then ? will you away yet ? ha* you c- 
nough on him ? mifUefs Gr2u:e, come you away, I 

f)ray you, be not you accefTary. If you do lofe your 
icence, or fomewhat elfe, fir, with liftning to his 
fables, fay Humps is a witch, witluall my heart, do, 
fay fo. 

Cok. A Vdid i* your fattirt doublet, Numps. 

Jufl. The creeping venom tof which fubtle ftrpcnt, 
as httit htt writers affirtti, neither the cutting of the 
perilous plant, nor the drying of it, nor the lighting 
or bbrning, can any Way perfway or aflwage, 

Cok. Good i* faith! is*t not, fitter? 

Jufi. Hence it is that the lungs of the tobacconift 
are rotted, the liver fpotted, the brain fmoked like 
the backfide of the pig- Worn an*s booth here, and the 
whole body within, black as her pan you faw e'en now 
without. 

Cok. A fine fimilitude that, fir! did you fee the 
pan? 

Edg. Yes, fir. 

J^t. Nay, the hole in the nofe here of fome to- 
bacco-takers, or the third noftril, (if I may fo call it) 
which makes that they can vent the tobacco out, like 
the ace of clubs, or rather the fiower-de-lis, is caufed 
from the tobacco, the meer tobacco ! when the poor 
innocent pox, having nothing to do there, is mifera- 
bly and moft unconfcionably flander'd. 

Cok. Who would ha' mifs'd this, fiftcr ? 

Oi'cr. Not any body but Numps. 

Cok. He does not underftand. 

Edg. Nor you feel. [He picketi his pur/e. 

Cok. What would you have, fitter, of a fellow that 
knows nothing but a balket-hilt, and an old fox in*t ? 
the beft mufick in the Fair will not move a log. 

Edg. In, to UrsMa, Nightingale, and carry her com- 
fort : 
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fort : fee it told. This fellow was (ient to us by fov- 
tune, for our firft fairing. 

Juft. But what fpeak I df the jdi&afcs of the body, 
children of the Fair ? 

Cok. That's to us, fifter. Brav^ i' faiph ! 

Juft. Hark, O you fons ^nd daughters of SmithBeld ! 
and hear what malady it doth the mind : it caufeth 
fwearing, it c^pfeth fwaggering, it caufeth fnuffling 
and fnarling, and now and then a hurt. 

Over. He hath fometfaing of m^er Ovprdo, me* 
thinks, brother. 

Qok. So methoqght, Hi^er, very much of my bro- 
thtr Overdo : and *tis when he fpeaks. 

Jufi. Look into any angle o' the town, ( the 
Streights,or the Bermudas*)wheiie the quarrelling leflbn 
is read, and how do they entertain the time, but with 
bqrtle ale and tobacco ; the lefhirer is o' on^ fide, and 
his pupils o' the other; but the feconds are ftill 
bottle-ale and tobacco, for which the le£hjrer reads, 
and the novices pay. Thirty pound a week in bottle- 
ate ! forty in tobacco! and ten more in ale again. 
Then for a fuit to drink in, fo much, and (that be- 
ing Qaver'd) fo much for another fuit, and then a third 
iuit, and a fourth fuit I and ftill the bottle-ale flavereth, 
and the tobacco (tinketh. 

JVaf. Heart of a mad-man ! are you rooted here ? 
•Will you never away ? what can any man find out in 
this bawling fellow, to grow here for? he is a full 
handful higher fm' he heard him. Will you fix here, 
gnd fet up a booth, fir ? 

Juft. I will conclude briefly 

IVaf. Hold your peace, you. roaring rafcal. Til 

^Tbe STRBiGHTSy or /i&^ Bermudas ] Cant-names then given 
to the places frequented by bullies, knights of the pod, and fencing 
mafters : fo our poet» in his epiftle to the earl of Dorfet : 

«< — Turn pirates here at land, 

** Ha' their Bermudas, and their Streights i' th' Strand.** 

X 3 rua 
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run my head i* your chaps clfe. You were beft build 
a booth, and entertain him ; make your will, and you 
fay the word, and him ybur heir ! heart, I never knew 
one taken with a mouth of a peck afore. By this 
light, I'll carry you away o* my back, and you will 
not come. [He gets him up on pick-pack. 

Cok. Stay, Numps, ftay, fet me down : I ha* loft 
my purfe, Numps j O my purfe ? one o* my fine purfes 
is gone. 

Over. Is't indeed, brother ? 

Cok. I, as I am an honeft man, would I were an 
errant rogue elfe ! a plague of all roguy damn'd cut- 
purfes for me. 

fTaf. Blefs 'em with all my heart, with all my hear^, 
do you fee ! now, as I am no infidel, that I know of, 
I am glad on*t. I, 1 am, (here's my witnefs) do you 
fee, fir ? I did not tell you of his fables, I ? no, no, 
. I am a dull malt horfe I, I know nothing. Are you 
not juftly ferv'd, i* your confcience, now ? fpeak i* 
your confcience. Much good do you with all my 
heart, and his good heart that has it, with all my heart 
again. 

Edg. This fellow is very charitable, would he had a 
purfe too ! but I mud not be too bold all at a time. 

Cok. Nay, Numps, it is n'»t my beftpurfc. 

Waf. Not your beft ! death ! why (hould it be your 
worft ? why fhould it be any, indeed, at all ? anfwer 
me to that, gi' me a reafon from you, why it (hould 
be any ? 

Cok. Nor my gold, Numps ; I ha* that yet, lo6k 
here elfe, fitter. 

ff^af. Why fo, there*s all the feeling he has ! 

Over. I pray you, have a better care of that, brother. 

Cok. Nay, fo I will, I warrant you ; let him catch 

this that catch can. I would fain fee him get this, look 

you here* 

ITaf. 
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Waf. So* To, fo, foy fo, fo, fo, fo ! very good. 

Cck. r would ha* him come again now, and but 
offer at it. Sifter, will you take notice of a good jeft ? 
I will put it juft where th' other was, and if we ha* 
good luck, you (hall fee a delicate fine trap to catch 
the cut-purfe nibbling. 

E^g. Faith, and he*ll try ere you be out o' the Fair. 

Cok. Come miftrefs Grace, prethoe be not melan- 
choly for my mifchance ; forrow wi' not keep it, fwe^t 
heart. 

Gra. I do not think on't, fir. 

Cok. *Twas but a little fcurvy white money, hang it| 
it may hang the cut-purfe onle day. I ha* gold left. to 
gi* thee a fairing yet, as hard as the world goes : no- 
thing angers me but that no body here look'd like a 
cut-purfe, unlefs 'twere Numps. 

fFaf. How ? I ? I look like a cut-pur|e ? death I 
your lifter's a cut-purfe ! and your mother and father, 
and all vour kin were cut-purfes! and here is a rogue 
is the bawd o* the cut-purfes, whom I will beat to 
begin with. 

They fpeak aU together % and fVafpe beats the Juftice. 

Cok. Numps, Numps* 

Over. Good mr. Humphrey. 

fVaf. You are the Patrico! 
are you ? the patriarch of the 
cut-purfes ? You (hare, fir, 
they fay, let them (hare this 
with you. Are you i* your hot 
fit of preaching again ? I'll cool 
you 



Juft. Hold thy 
Jiand,child of wrath, 
and heir of anger, 
make it not Childer- 
ma(8 day in thy fu^' 
ry, or the feaft of 
the French Bartho- 
lomew, parent of the 
ma(racre. 



Juft. Murther, murther, murther 



X 4 ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE!. 

Wbii^ Haggifi^ Brifili^ Leatber-beaiy Trafb. 

NAY, ti(h all gone, now! dilh tilh, phot ecu 
▼ilc not be phicin call, mafter offifber, phat i(h 
a man te better to lifhen out noyflies for tee, and tou 
art in an oder 'orld, being verv fhuffifhient noy(hes 
and gallantfli too, one o' their brabblefli would have 
fed uih all difh fortnight, but tou art fo bufhy about 
beggerfh ftili, tou haft no lelhure to intend (hentk^ 
men, and'tbe. 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Briftle. 

Bri. Come, come, you told me a pudding, Toby 
Haggife ; a matter of nothing ; I am fure it came to 
nothing I you faid, let*s go to Urfla's, indeed ; but 
then you met the man with the monflers, and I could 
not get vou from him. An old fool, not leave fee* 
ing yet r 

Hag. Why, who would ha* thought any body would 
ha' quarrell'd fo early ; or that the ale o^ the fair 
would ha' been up {o foon ? 

IVbit. Phy, phat a clock toed tou tink it ifHx^ man ? 

Hag* I cannot tell. 

Whit. Ton art a vilh vatchman, i*tc mean teem. 

Hc^g. Why ? fliould the watch go by the clock, or tho 
clock by the watch, I pray ? 

Bai. One fhould go by another, if they did well. 

Whit. Tou art right now ! pheo didft tou ever know 
or hear of a (huffifhient vatchman, but he did tell the 
clock, phat bufhinefs foever he had ? 

Bru Nay, that's mod true, a fufficient watchman 
knows what a clock it is. 

Whit. Shleeping or vaking! afh well as te clock 
himflielf, or te Jack dat fhtrikes him ! 

Bri. Let's enquire of mafter Leather-head, or Jone 

TraOi 
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Traih here. Mailer Leather-hcttd, do you hear, ma- 
iler Leather-head ? 

fFhit. If it be a Lcd^rhcad, ti(h a very tick Led- 
derhead, tat fho tnufh noilh vill not pierfh him. 

Lea. I have a little bufineft oow, good friends, do 
not trouble me. 

fFbiL Phat ? becaufc o* ty wrought ncet-cap, and 
ty phelvet fherkin^ man ? phy ? I have (heene tee in 
ty ledder flierkin, e'er now, malhter o* dc hobby- 
horfes, as bu(by and ftately as tou (heemeft to be. 

Tra. Why, what an* you have, captain Whit ? he 
has his choice of jerkins, you may fee by that, and 
his caps too, I aflure you, when he pleafes to be either 
fick or employed. 
. Lea. God-a. mercy Jone, anfwer for me. 

IVbiL Away, be not (been i* my company, here be 
ihentlemen, and men of vorihip. 

S C E N B II. 

^arlousy Whit^ Win-wife^ ^^fy^ Little-wit^ Ture-craft^ 
' fFittj Knockbum^ Moon- calf ^ Ursula. 

^ar. We had wonderful ill luck, to miis this pro*, 
logue o* the purfe ; biit the beft k, we ftail have five 
adls of him ere night : he'll be fpedacle enough ! Til 
anfwer for't. 

fFbit. O creeih ! duke Quarlous, how dofht tou ? 
tou doiht not know me, I fear ? I am te vi(he(ht man, 
but juftiih Overdo^ in all Bartholomew Fair now. Gi* 
me twelve pence from tee, I vill help tee to a vife vorth 
forty marks for't, and't be.^ 

^mr. Away, rogue; pimp, away. 

l^bit. And (he Ihall (hew tee as fine cut o*rke for't 
in her fhmock too as tou canfiit vifh i'faith ; vilt tou 
have her, vorfbipful Vin-vife ? I vill help tee to her 
here, be an't be, ioto pig-quarter, gi' me ty twelve 
pence from tee, 

fmt. 
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Win-w. Why, there's twelirc pence, pray thee wilt 
thou be gone. 

HH^it. Tou art a vorthy man, and a vorfliipful 
man ftill. 

^ar. Get you gone, rafcal. 

IVbit. I do mean it, man. PrinOi Quarlous, if tou 
ha(ht need on me, tou ihalt find me here at Urfla's, I 
v411 fee phat ale and punque i(h i' te pigihty for tee, 
blefs ty good vorihip. 

^uar. Look ! who comes here ? John Little-wit ! 

IVin-w. And bis wife, and my widow, her mother: 
the whole family. 

>uar. 'Slight, you muft gi' em all fiurings now. 
^in-w. Not I, rU not fee *em. 

Siuar. They are going a feafting. What fchool- 
mafter's that is with 'em ? 

ff^n-w. That's my rival, I believe, the baker ! 

Buf. So, walk on in the middle way, fore-right, turn 
neither to the right hand nor to the left; let not your eyes 
be drawn afide with vanity, nor your ear with noiles. 

^ar, O, I know him by that ftart ! 

Lea. What do you lack, what do you, buy pretty 
miftrefs? a fine hobby-horfe, to make your fon a 
tilcer? a drum, to make him afoldier? afiddlcY to 
make him a reveller ? what is't you lack ? little dogs 
for your daughters ? or babies, male or female ? 

Buf. Look not toward them, hearken not; the place 
is Smithfield, or the field of fmiths, the grove of 
hobby-horfes and trinkets, the wares are the wares of 
devils, and the whole Fair is the (hop of Satan : they 
are hooks and baits, very baits, that are hung out on 
every fide, to catch you, and to hold you, as it were, 
by the gills, and by the noftrils, as the fifiier doth ; 
therefore you mud: not look nor turn toward them — 
the heathen man could flop his ears with wax againft 
the harlot o' the fea ; do you the like with your fingers 
againft the bells o^ the beaft. 

fPTu'W. What fialhes come from him ! 
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^ar. O, he has thoft of his oven j a notable hot 
baker 'twas when he ply'd the peel : he is leading lus 
flock into the Fair now. 

fFin-w, Rather driving Vm to the pens •, for he will 
let *em look upon nothing. 

Knoc. Gentlewomen, the weather's hot; whither 
walk you ? have a care o' your fine velvet caps, the 
Fair is dufty. Take a fweet delicate booth, with 
boughs, here i' the way, and cool your felves i' the 
Ihade ; you and your friends. The bed pig and bottle 
ale i* the Fair, fir. Old Urfla is cook, there you may 
read ; the pig's head fpeaks it. Poor foul, (he has had 
a ftringhalt, the maryhinchco ; but ihe's prettily a* 
mended. 

[Little- wit is gazing at tbejign 5 which is thepig^s 
heady with a large writing under it. 

Whit. A delicate fhow- pig, little miftrefs, with fhweet 
fauce, and crackling, like de bay leaf i' de fire, la f 
tou fhalt ha' de clean fide o' de tab}e*clot, and di glafs 
valh'd with phaterfh of dame Annesfli Cleare*. 

Joh. This is fine verily, here be the beft pigs, and 
fhe does roaft 'em as well as ever fhe did, the pig's 
head fays. 

Knoc. Excellent, excellent, miftrefs, with fire o* ju- 
niper and rofemary branches ! the oracle of the pig's 
head, that, fir. 

Pure. Son, were you not warn'd of the vanity of 
the eye ? have you forgot the wholcfome admonition 
fo foon ? 

Ut. Good mother, how (hall we find a pig, if we 
do not look about for't P will it run off o' the fpit, 

' Vafl>'d'withphaterjb of dami Annbssh Clears.] There wai 
antiendy, near Hoxton, a fpring of water called Aptet It CUtre^ 
and corruptly Junis the CUar: this was the water tneant here by 
(he poet. 

into 
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into our mouths, think you, as in Lubbcrland, and 
cry, WC| wc? 

Buf. No, but your mother, religioufly wife, con- 
ceiveth it may oficr it felf by other means to the fenfe, 
as by way of fteam, which I think it doth here in this 
place (huh, hub) yes, it doth '• \^M(y /cents after it 
tike a bound.] And it were a fin of obftinacy, great 
obftinacy, high and horrible obftinacy, to decline or 
refift the good titillatioq of the famelick fenfe, which 
is the linell. Therefore be bold (huh, huh, huh) fol- 
low the fcent. Enter the tents of the unclean, for 
once, and fatisfie your wife's frailty. Let your frail 
wife be fatisfied ; your zealous mother, and my fuf- 
fering felf, will alfo be fadsfied. 

Ut. Come;, Win, as good winny here as go farther, 

and fee nothing'* 

Buf. We fcape fo much of the other vanities, by 
pur early cntring. 

pure. It is an edifying confideration. 

fVin. This is fcurvy, that we muft come into the 
Fair, and not look on't. 

Ut. Win, have patience. Win, Pll tell you more 
anon. 

^ I think it doth hire in this f lace {«v«, huh) yes, it doth, [B^J^f 
fields after it like a homid,'\ This paflagc alludes to a iimilar place 
in the Plutus of Ariftophanes, where the fycophaot fceats the good 
liipner preparing within. 

VV, VVf vv, vv, t», vv. ^ 

** Thcrefpre be bold, huh^ btib. huk^ follow the..{ceDt.** Lepide Arif. 
to f hemes in pluto inducit fyc^b^ut^m olfacientem facrificiarum nidorem^ 
qui totum fenarium naribus abfohit: fays VoiEus on this paiTage. 

Mr. Upton. 

3 &cf9P/» Win^ as good winmy here as go farther.'] My learned 

friend Mr. Lye, the editor of Junisu'B etymological didlionary, ob- 

ferved to me that Littlewit is here playing upon his wife*s name : 

Wintry is the fame as the old word worute, maitere, to iby, ice. 

Kncf. 
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Knoc. Moon-calf, entertain within there, the bed 
pig i* the booth, a pork-like pig. Thefe are Banbury- 
bloods, o^thefincere ftud, comeapig-hundng. Whit, 
wait, Whit, look to your charge. 

Buf. A pig prepare prefently, let a pig be prepared 
to us. 

Moon. *Slight, who be thefe ? 
• Urf. Is this the good fervice, Jordan, ycfe'd do me ? 

Knoc. Why, Urs ? why, Urs ? thou'lt ha* vapours 
i' thy lejg again prefently, pray thee go in, •t may turn 
to the fcratches elfe. 

Urf. Hang your vapours, they are ftale, and ftink 
like you ; are thefe the guefts o^ the game you pro- 
mised to fill my pit withal to-day ? 

Knoc. I, what ail they, Urs ? 

Urf. Ail they ? they arc all fippers, fippers o* the 
city, they look as they would not drink off two pen- 
n'orth of bottle ale amongft 'em. 

Moon. A body may re^d that i' their fmall printed 
ruffs. 

Knoc: Away, thou art a fool, Urs, and thy Moon* 
calf too, i' your ignorant vapours now: hence; good 
guefts, I fay, right hypocrites, good gluttons. In, 
and fet a couple o' pigs o* the board, and half a dozen 
of the biggeft bottles afore 'em, and call Whit« I do 
not love to hear innocents abus'd : fine ambling hy- 
pocrites ! and a (tone-puritan with a forrel head and 
beard, good mouth'd gluttons : two to a pig, away. 

Urf. Arc you fure they are fuch ? 

Knoc, O* the right breed, thou (halt try 'em by the 
teeth, Urs ; where's this Whit ? 

Whit. " Behold, man, and fee, what a worthy man 
*• am ee ! 
^^ With the fury of my fword, and the (haking of 

" my beard, 
** I will make ten thoufand men afcard/' 

Knoc* 
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Knoc. Well faid, brave Whit, in, and fear the ale 
out o' the bottles into the bellies of the brethren, and 
the filters drink to the cauie, and pure vapours. 

^ar. My roarer is turn'd tapfter, methinks. Now 
were a fine time for thee. Win- wife, to lay aboaid 
thy widow, thouMt never be mafter of a better fea- 
fon or place *, fhe that will venture her felf into the 
Fair, and % pig-box, will admit any aflault, be aflur'd 
of that. 

jyin-w. I love not enterprifes of that fuddennefs tho\ 

S^uar. I'll warrant thee, then, no wife out o* the 
widow's hundred : if I had but as much title to her, 
as to have breathM once on that ftreight ftomacher 
of hers, I would now aflure my felf to carry her, yet, 
ere Ihe went out of Smithfield. Or fhe (hould carry 
me, which were the fitter fight, I confefs. But you 
are a modeft undertaker, by circumftances and degrees ; 
come, 'tis difeafe in thee, not judgment, I fliould ofi^ 
at all together. Look, here's the poor fool again, 
that was ftung by the wafp ere while. 

SCENE III. 

yujlice^ Win-wife^ parlous. 

Juft. I will make no more orations, (hall draw on 
thefe tragical conclufions. And I begin now to think, 
that by a fpice of collateral juftice, Adam Overdo de- 
ferv*d this Deating ; for I the faid Adam was one caufe 
(a by-caufe) why the purfe was (oft : and my wife's 
brother's purfe too, which they know not of yet But 
I (hall make very good mirth with it at fupper, (that 
will be the fport) and put my little friend, Mr. Hum- 
phrey Wafp's choler quite out of countenance. AA^hen, 
fitting at the upper end o' my table, as I ufe, and 
drinking to my brother Cokes, and Mrs. Alice Overdo, 
as I will, my wife, for their g9od affedion to old 

Bradley, 
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iBradlcy, I deliver to 'em, it was I that was cudgePd» 
and (hew 'em the marks. To fee what bad events 
may peep out o' the tail of good purpofes ! the care I 
had of that civil young man, I took fancy to this 
morning, (and have not left ic yet) drew me to that 
exhortation, which drew the company indeed \ which 
drew the cut-purfe; which drew the money; which 
drew my brother Cokes his lofs; which drew on Wafp'a 
anger ; which drew on my beating : a pretty grada* 
Ition ! and they (hall ha' it i' their di(h i' faith at night 
for fruit; I love to be merry at my table. I had 
thought once, at one fpecial blow he ga' me, to have 
revealed my felf ; but then (I thank thee, fortitude) 
I remembred that a wife man (and who is ever (b great 
a part o' the commonwealth in himfelf) for no parti- 
cular difafter ought to abandon a publick good delign. 
The hu(band-man ought not, for one unthankful year, 
to forfake the plough ; the (hepherd ought not, for one 
fcab*d (heep, to throw by his tar*box ; the pilot ought 
not, for one leak i' the poop, to quit tbe helm ; nor 
the alderman ought not, for one cuftard more at a 
meal, to give up his cloke ; the conftable ought not 
to break his ftafF, and forfwear the watch, for one 
roaring night ; nor the piper o' the pari(h (ut parvis 
compcnere tnagna foleham) to put up his pipes for one 
rainy Sunday. Thefeare certain knocking conclufions; 
out of which, I am refolv'd, come what come can, 
come beating, come imprifonment, come infamy, come 
banifhment; nay, come the rack, come the hurdle, 
(welcome all) I will not difcover who I am, til] my due 
time ; and yet ftill, all (hall be, as I faid ever, in ju- 
ftice name, and the king's, and for the commonwealth, 

fVin. What does he talk to himfelf, and adt fo fe« 
fioufly ? poor fool I 

^ar. No matter what. Here's frc(hcr argument, 
intend that. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV/ 

Cikesy Leather-bead^ tVafp^ Mijtrefi Overdo^ Wtn-vnfe^ 

^arlous^ Trafibj Grace. 

Cok. Come, miftrefs Grace, come fiftcr, hcre*s more 
fine (ights yet i' faith. Gods *lid where's Numps ? 

Lea. What do you lack gentlemen ? what is't you 
buy i fine ratt)es> drums, babies, little dogs, and birds 
for ladies ? what do you lack ? 

Cok. Good honeft Numps^ keep afore, I am fo afraid 
thou*lt lofe Ibmewhat i my heart was at my mouth, 
when I mift thee. 

fTaf. You were beft buy a whip i* your hand to 
drive me. 

Cck. Nay, do not miftake, Numps, thou art fo apt 
to miftake : I would but watch the goods. Look you 
now, the treble fiddle was e'en almoft like to be loft. 

fT^f. Pray you take heed you k)fe not yourfelf j your 
beft way were e'en get up and ride for more furety. 
Buy a token's worth of great pins, to fi^en your felf 
to my Ihoukler *. 

Lea. What do you lack, gentlemen ? fine purfes, 
pouches, pin-cafes, pipes? what is't you lack ? a pair 
o' fmiths to wake you i* the morning ? or a fine wluft* 
ling bird ? 

Cck. Numps, here be finer things than any we ha* 

4 Bny a token's worth of great pi^sJ] i. c. A farthing's worth. 
The following remaiic by the late ingenious Mr. Davys of Shafts- 
bury, was communicated tome hy Mr. Lye : *' Before Charles the 
" 2d publidied farthings in 1672, tradefmen were allowed to make 
•• them for necrjfary change ^ which words were fometime circum- 
*• fcribed on the reverfe. The perfon's name, or the initial letters 
** of it, appeared on the other fide, and he was obliged upon tender 
•* , to receive them back again. They were commonly called tokens.^'* 
I fhall only add, that the, word occurred before in ad 2. fc. 4. 
** Cod you but ^ token a week his provender.'* 

I bought 
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bought by odds ! and more delicate horfes, a great 
deal ; good Numps, ftay9 and come hither. 

H^af. Will ^ you fcourie with him? you are in Smith- 
field, you may fit your felf with a fine eafie going 
ftreet-nag, for your faddle, again* Michaelmafs term, 
do ; has he ne*er a little odd cart for you to make a 
caroch on, i' the country, with four pyed hobby<- 
hories ? why the meafles, mould you ftand here, with 
your train, cheapning of dogs, birds, and babies? 
you ha* no children to beftow 'em on, ha' you ? 

Cok. No, but again I ha' children, Numps, that's 
all one. 

Waf. Do, do, do, do ; how many (hall you have, 
think you ? an' I were as you, I'd buy for all my te- 
nants too, they are a kind o' civil favages, that will 
part with their children for rattles, pipes, and knives. 
You were beft buy a hatchet or two, and truck with 'em. 

Cok. Good Numps, hold that little tongue o' thine, 
and fave it a labour. I am refolute Bat, thou know'ft. 

IVaf. A refolute fool you are, I know, and a very 
fufficicnt coxcomb ; with all my heart ; nay you have 
it, fir, an' you be angry, turd i' your teeth, twice \ 
(if I faid it not once afore) and much good do you. 

IVin. Was there ever fuch a ielf-afili£lion, and (b 
impertinent ? 

^uar. Alas ! his care will go near to crack him, let^s 
in and comfort him. 

iP'af. Would I had been fet i' the ground, all but 
the head on me, and had my brains bowl'd at, or 
threQi'd out, when firft I underwent this plague of a 
charge. 

^ 5 Will you SCOURS E nvith /;/«?] i. c. Will yoo dealmntb him for 
his horfes ? We ufually lay horfe-coarfer and horfe-courfing ; bat 
my learned friend, the editor of Junius, fuppofes the words ihould 
be horJi'Cofir^ and horje'cofing : the verb cofe was ufcd by the 
Scots in the fenfe of bartering, or exchanging. . See the words 
cofe^ zxi^fiakrfe, in the etymological di^onary. 

Vol- III. y ^uar. 
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^uar. How now, Nuropsi almoft tir'd i* your pro- 
tc&orfhip? overparted, overpart^d? 

fTaf. Why, I cannot tell, fir, it may be I am ; docs*t 
grieve you ? 

^ar. No, I fwear does't not, Numps ; to fatisfic 
you. 

ff^af. Numps ? 'sblood, you are fine and familiar ! 
how long ha' we been acquainted, I pray you ? 

^j^. I think it may be remenibred, Numps, that i 
'twas fince morning fure. 

fTaf, Why, I hope I know't well enough, fir 1 1 did 
not aik to be told. 

^ar. No ? why then ? 

Waf. It's no matter why 5 you fee with your eyes 
now, what I faid to you to-day : you'll believe me a- 
nother time ? 

^uar. Are you removing the Fdity Numps ? 

ffi^af. A pretty queftion ! and a civil one ! yes faith^ 
I ha' my lading you fee, or fhall have anon; you 
may know whofe bead I am by my burden. If the 

{)annierman's jack were ever better known by his 
oins of mutton. I'll be flead, and feed dogs for him 
when his time comes. 

fFin. How melancholick miftrefs Grace is yonder ! 
pray thee let's go wter ourfelves in grace with her. 

Cok. Thofe fix horfes, friend, I'll have 

ff^af. How ! 

Cok. And the three Jews- trumps ; and half a dozen 
o'birds, and that drum (I have one drum already) and 
your fmiths •, I like that device o' your fmiths, very 

pretty well, and four halberts and (le' me fcc^ that 

fine painted great lady, and her three women for date, 
I'll have. 

fp^af. No, the (hop •, buy the whole fliop, it will be 
bed, the fliop, the fhop ! 

Lea. If his worihip pleafe. 

^af. Yes^ and keep it during the Fair, Bobchin. 

Coi 



Bartholomew Fair. 339 

Cok. Peace, Numps. Friend, do not meddle with 
him, an* you be wife, and would (hew your head a- 
bovc board; he will fting thorough your wrought 
night- cap, believe me* A fct of thefe violins I would 
buy too, for a delicate young noife I have i* the coun- 
try, that arc every one a fize Icfs than another, juft 
like your fiddles. I would fain have a fine young 
mafque at my marriage, now I think on't : but 1 do 
want fuch a number of things. And Numps will not 
help me ngw, and I dare not fpeak to him. 

Tra. Will your worlhip buy any gingerbread, very 
good bread, comfortable bread ? 

Cok. Gingerbread -, yes, let's fee. 

JVaf. There's the toother fprindge. 

[He runs to herjhopi 

Lea. Is this well, goody Jone, to interrupt my mar- 
ket in the midft, and call away my cuftomcrs ? can 
you anfwcr this at the pie-poudres ? 

Tra. Why.^ if his mafterfhip has a mind to buy, I 
hope my ware lies as open as another's 5 I may Ihcw 
my ware as well as you yours. 

Cok. Hold your peace ; Til content you both : Til 
buy up his (hop, and thy bafket. 

IVaf. Will you i' faith ? 

Lea. Why (hould you put him from it, friend? 

IVaf. Cry you mercy! you'd be fold too, would 
you ? what's the price on you, jerkin and all, as you 
ftand ? ha' you any qualities ? 

^ra. Ycrs, good -man angry-man, you (hall find he 
has qualities if you cheapen him. 

ff^af Gods fo, you ha' the felling of him ! what arc 
they ? will they be bought for love or money ? 
■ i'ra. No indeed, fir. 

JVaf For what then, viftuals .? 

Tra. He fcorns viftuals, fir •, he has bread and butter 
at home, thanks be to God ! and yet he will do more 
for a good meal, if the toy take him i' the belly : 

Y % marry 
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marry then they muft not fet him at lower ends, if they 
dOf he'll go away though he fail. But put him a-top 
o*the table» where his place is, and he'll do you forty 
fine things. He has not been fent for, and fought out 
for nothing, at your great city-fuppers, to put down 
*Coriat and Cokely, and been laught at for his labour ; 
he'll play you all the puppets i' the town over, and 
the players, every company, and his own company too ; 
be 4^res no body ! 

Cok. r faith? 

J'ra. He was the firft, (Ir, that ever baited the fellow 
i* the bear's (kin, an't like your worfbip : no dog ever 
came near him fince. And for fine motions ! 

Cok. Is he good at thofe too ? can he fet out a mafk 
trow? 

Tra. O Lord, mafter ! fought to far and near for his 
inventions \ and he engrofles all, he makes all the 
puppets i' the Fair. 

Cok. Do'ft thou (in troth) old velvet jerkin ? give 
me thy hand. 

Tra. Nay, fir, you (hall fee him in his velvet jerkin, 
and a icarf too at night, when you hear him interpret 
maiter Little-wit's motion. 

Cok. Speak no more, but (hut up (hop prefently, 
friend, I'll buy both it and thee too, to carry down with 
me, and her hamper befide. Thy (hop (hall furnilh 
out the maik, and her's the banquet : I cannot go lefs, 
to (et out any thing with credit. Wh^'^ the price, at 
a word, o'thy whole (hop, cafe*, and all as it Hands ? 

Lea. Sir, it (lands me in fix and twenty (hillings 
feven pence half penny, befides three (hillings for 
my ground. 

Cok. Well, thirty (hillings will do all, then ! and 
what comes yours to ? 

* To put down Co R I AT and Cok b l y .] Coriat was famous for his 
travels, an account of which he publifhed under the tide ofCoriat^s 
Crudities, Cokiiy was the mailer of a motion or puppet- fhow, often 
mentioned in our author's poems. 

Trai 
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^ Trtf. Four fhillings and eleven pence, fir, ground 
and all, an'c like your worfiiip. 

Cok. Yes, it does like my worlhip very well, poor 
woman *, that's five fhillings more ; what a mafk fliall 
I furnilh out, for forty fhillings? (twenty pound 
Scotch) and a banquet of gingerbread ? there's a ftace- 
ly thing ! Numps ? filter ? and my wedding gloves 
too? (that I never thought on afore.) All my wed« 
ding gloves, gingerbread ? O me ! what a device will 
there be ? to make 'em eat their fingers ends ? and de« 
licate brooches for the bridemen, and all ? and then 
I'll ha' this poefie put to 'em, for the h0 grace^ mean- 
ing miftrefs Grace, my wedding poefie. 

Gra. I am beholden to you, fu, and to your Bar* 
tholomew wit. 

Waf. You do not mean this, do you ? Is this your 
firft purchafe ? 

Cok. Yes faith ; and I do not think, Numps, but 
tbou'lt fay, it was the wifefl a£t that ever I did in my 
wardfhip. 

If^af. Like enough! I fhall fay any thing, I! 

SCENE V. 

[to them] Jufiice^ Edgwortb^ NigbtingaU. 

Jufi. I cannot beget«a projeft, with all my political 
brain yet : my projcft is how to fetch off this proper 
young man from his debaucht company : I have rol* 
lowed him all the Fair over, and ftill I find him with 
this fongfter : and I begin fhrewdly to fufpe£k their 
familiarity ; and the young man of a terrible taint« 
poetry ! with which idle difeafe if he be infeded, there's 
no hope of him, in a fhite-courfe. A3im eft^ of him 
for a commonwealths -man, if he go to't in rime 
once. 

Edg. Yonder he is buying o' gingerbread ; fet in 
quickly, before he part with too much of his money. 

Y 3 Nig. 
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Nig. " My mafters and friends and good people 
•* draw near, tfri*' 

[Cokes runs to the ballad-man. 

Cok. Ballads ! hark, hark ! pray thee, fellow, day a 
little; good Numps, ook to the goods. What bal- 
lads haft thou ? let me fee, let me fee my felf. 

fFaf.Why fo ! he's flown to another lime-bufh, there 

he will flutter as long more ; till he ha* ne*tr a feather 

.left. Is there a vexation like this, gentlemen ? will 

you believe me now, hereafter ? fhall I have credit 

•with you ? 

miliar. Yes faith fhalt thou, Numps, and thou art 
worthy on't, for thou fweateft for*t. I never faw a 
young pimp-errant and his (quire better matched. 

fVin-w. Faith, the fitter comes after 'cm well too. 

Cra. Nay, if you faw the juftice her hufband, my 
guardian, you were fitted for the mefs, he is fuch a 
wife one his way 

JVin-w. I wonder we fee him not here. 

Gra. O ! he is too ferious for this place, and yet bet- 
ter fport then than the other three, I aflTure you, gen- 
tlemen, where-e'er he is, though't be o* the bench. 

Cok. How doft thou call it ? A caveat againft cut- 
purfes ! a good jeft i* faith, I would fain fee that dae- 
mon, your cut-purfe you talk of, that delicate handed 
devil ; they fay he walks hereabout ; I would fee him 
walk now. Look you fitter, here, herej [Hejbews 
his purfe haftingly.] let him come, fitter, and welcome. 
Ballad-man, does any cut-purfes haunt hereabout? pray 
thee raife me one or two -, begin and (hew me one. 

Nig. Sir, this is a fpell againft *em, fpick and [pan 
new ; and 'tis made as 'twere in mine own perfon, and 
I fing it in mine own defence. But 'twill coft a penny 
alone if you buy it. 

Cok. No matter for the price, thou doft not know 
me, I fee, I ^m an odd Bartholomew. 

Ove, 

4 
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• Out Has't a firte pifttire, brothbr^' 

Cok, O fifter, do you remember the* ballads over the 
ixyrftry chimmey atjbotnc P* my own p'afting up j there 
be brave piflures, other 'manner of pidures than thefe» 

friends, r .-::'.:' ' 

fFaf. Yet thefc will ferve to pick the pifturcs out 
o* your pockefts^.yQu fliall fee. 
. Cok. Sq I heard v'em fay. Pray .thee mind him not, 
fellow ; he'll .haVj^ a^Qar in every thing. 

Nig. It was intended, fir, as if a purfe fliould chance 
to be cut in my prefeace, now, I may be blamelefs 
thoi^gh ; as by the fequel will chore pUinly appear. 
• ^ Cok. We (hall find that i' the matter.' Pray thee be- 
gin. * - 

Nig. To the tunc of Paggington's pound, fir. . 

Cok. Fa, la la la, la la la, fa la ia la. Nay, PJl 
put tbee in tune' arid all I 'mine owp -country dance I 
Pray thee begin. 

Nig. It is a g^ntle.admbriition, you muft know, fir, 
both to the purle-cutter and the pjjrfe-bearer. 

Cok. Not a word more, out of the tune, an* thou 
lov'ft me : Fa, la la la, la la la, fa, la la la. Come, 
when ? .. 

Nig. " My mafters, and friends, and good peopU 
" draw near, * , " • 

^' And look to your purfes for that I do fay ;** 

Cok. Ha, ha, this chimes! Good.xounfel at firft 
dafli. 

Nig. <* And tho* little money in them you do bear, 
^^ It cod more to get, than to lofe in a day.[Cp/fc. Good ! 
" You ott have been told, 
^' Both the young and the old, 
*' And bidden beware of the cut-purfc fo bold^** 

Cok. WcUfaid ! he were to blame that would not 
i* faith. ... [curfe. 

Nig. " Then if you take heed liot, free me froni the 
** Who both give you warning, for, and the cut -purfe. 

Y 4 *' Youth 
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** Youth, youth, thou hadft better been (burv^d by thy 
?• Than live to be hanged for cutting a purfe." [nurfe, 

Cok. Good i' faith, how fay you, Numps i is theie 
any harm i* this ? 

Nig. ^^ It hath been upbraided to men of my trade, 
<^ That oftentimes we are the caufe of this crime ;** 

Cok, The more coxcombs they that did it, I wufie. 

Ifig, ^^ Alack and for pity, why (hould it be faid ? 
^^ As if they regarded or places or time. 
^^ Examples have been 
*• Of fome that were fcen 
•* In Wcftminfter-hall, yea the pleaders between ; 
^ Then why Ihould the judges be free from this curfe, 
•• More than my poor felf for cutting the purfe?" 

Cok. God a mercy for that ! why (hould they be 
more free indeed ? 

Uig. *^ Youth, youth, thou hadft better been ftarv'd 
•* by thy nurfe, 
*^ Than live to be hanged for cutting a purfe/' 

Cok. That again, good ballad- man, that again. O 
rare! I would fain rub mine elbow now, but I dare 
not pull out my hand. On I pray thee ; he that made 
this ballad (hall be poet to my ma(k. 

[fiejbigs the burden wiib bim. 

Nig. ** At Worc'ftcr 'tis known well, and ev*n i' the 
^^ A knighted good worfhip did there (hew his face [jail, 
*^ Againft the foul (inners, in zeal for to rail, 
*• And loft (ipfofaUo) his purfe in the place.** 

Cok. Is it polfible ? 

Nig- " Nay, once from the feat 
*' Of judgment fo great, 
*« A judge there did lofe a fair pouch of velvete." 

Cdk. r faith? 

JVif . " O Lord for thy mercy, how wicked or wor(e9 
<< Are thofe that fo venture their necks for a purfe ! 
" Youth, youth, Gff. 

C$k. 
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Cok. «« Youth, youth, &?r.** Pray thee day a little, 
friend i yet o* thy confcience, Numps, fpeak, is there 
any harm i* this ? 

fTaf. To tell you true, 'tis too good for you, 'lefs 
you had grace to follow it. 

Juji. It doth difcover enormity, Pll mark it more : 
I ha* not lik'd a paltry piece of poetry fo well a good 
while. 

Cok. ** Youth, youth, 6ff /* whcre's this youth now i 
a man muft call upon him for his own good, and yet 
he will not appear. Look here, here's for him ; han- 
dy-dandy, which hand will he have? On, I pray thee 
with the reft; I do hear of him, but I cannot iee him, 
this mafter youth, the cut-purfe. 

[Hefiews bispurfi^ 

Nig. ^^ At plays, and at fermons, and at the fefiionsj 
^^ 'Tis daily their pradice fuch booty to make ^ 
** Yea under the gallows at executions, 
*^ They ftick not the ftare^-abouts purfes to take. 
** Nay one without grace, 
" At a better place, 
** At court, and in Chriftmas, before the king's face ;*• 

Cok. That was a fine fellow ! I would have him 
now. 

Nig. •* Alack then for pity muft I bear the curfe, 
** That only belongs to the cunning cut-purfe ?** 

Cok. But Where's their cunning now, when they 
ihould ufe it f they are all chained now, I warrant you? 
" Youth, youth, thou hadft better, &fr." The rat- 
catchers charms are all fools and aflfes to this ! a pox 
en 'em, that they will not come ! that a man fliould 
have fuch a defire to a thing, and want it. 

$^r. 'Fore God I'd give half the Fair, an* 'twere 
mine, for a cut-purfe for him to fave his longing. 

Iffeflftcvs bispurfe again. 

Cok. Lookyou^ (^fter, here, here, where is't now? 
which pocket is't 10, for a wager? 
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IVaf. I befeech you leave your wagen, and let ium 
cn(l his matter an'c may be. 

Cok, O, are you edified, Numps ? 
Juf. Indeed he does interrupt him too much : there 
Numps fpoke to purpofe. 

Cok, Sifter, I am an afs, I cannot keep my purfe : 

On, on, 1 pray thee, friend, [Again. 

[Edgivortb gets up to bim^ and tickks him in the 

ear with ajtraw twice to draw bis band out of 

his pocket. 

Nig. " But O, you vile nation of cut- 

*' purfes all, 

^^ Relent and repent, and amend and be 

" found, 
♦♦ And'know that you ought not, by honeft 

*' mens fall, 
** Advance yourownfortunes,to dieabove 
*' ground ; 

** And though you go gay 
" In filks, as you may, 
<< It is not the high way to heaven, (as 

** they fay.) 
" Repent then, repent you, for better, for 

" worfe, 
*^ And kiis not the gallows for cutting a 

" purfe. 
.^^ Youth, youth, thou hadft better been 

" ftarv'd by thy nurfe, 
" Than live to be hanged forcuttingapurfe. 
Al /. An excellent ballad ! an excellent ballad 1 

Edg. Friend, let me ha* the firft, let me ha* the 
firft, I priay you. 

Cok.' Pardon me, rGr ; firft come firft ferv'd ; and 
I'll buy the whole bundle too. 

tVin. That conveyance was better than all, did you 
■fee't ? he has given the purfe- to the ballad-finger. 
^ar. Has he? 



Win--w. 
Will you fee 
fport? look 
there's a fel- 
low gathers 
up to him, 
mark. 

^^.Good, 
i* faith !0 he 
has lighted 
on the wrong 
pocket. 

Win-w.Wt 
has it, *fore 
God he is a 
brave fel 
low ; pity he 
(hould be 
detedled. 
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Edg. Sir, I cry you mercy, V\\ not hinder the poor 
man's profit ; pray yoii miftake me not. 

Cok. Sir, I take you for an honeft gentleman ; if 
that be miftaking, I met you to-day afore : ha! humh ! 
O God ! my purfe is gone, my purfe, my purfe, 6?c. 

fVaf. Come do not -make a ftir, and cry yourfelf an 
afs thorough the Fair afore your time* 

Cok. Why, haft thou it, Numps ? good Numps, 
how came you by it, I marie ? 

fVaf. I pray you feek fome other gamefter to play 
the fool with 5 you may lofe it time enongh, for all 
your fair wit. 

Cok. By this good liand, glove and all, I ha' loft it 
already if thou haft it not ^ feel elfe, and miftrefs 
Grace's handkerchief too, out o* the t'other pocket. 

JVaf. Why, 'tis well, very well, exceeding pretty 
and well. 

Edg. Are you fure you ha* loft it, fir ? 

Cok. O God ! yes ; as I am an honeft man, I had it 
but e'en now, at Youth, youth. 

JV/^. I hope you fufpeft not me, fir ? 

Edg. Thee ? that were a jeft indeed ! doft thou 
think the gentleman is foolifh? where hadft thou 
hands, I pray thee ? away afs, away. 

Juf. I (hall be beaten again, if I be fpy*d. 

Edg. Sir, I fufpeft an odd fellow, yonder, is fteal- 
ing away. 

Ove. Brother, it is the preaching fellow ! you (hall 
fufpedb him. He was at your t'other purfe, you know ! 
Nay ftay, fir, and view the work you ha' done, an* 
you be benefic'd at the gallows, and preach there, 
thank your own handy-work. 

Cok. Sir, you (hall take no pride in your preferment, 
you (hall be filenc'd quickly. . 

Juf. What do you mean, fwect buds of gentility ? 

Cok. To ha' my pennyworths out on you, bud ; no 
} efs than two purfes a day ferve you ? I thought you a 

fimple 
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fimple fellow when my man Numps beat you i^ the 
morning, and pitied you : 

Ove. So did I, Til be fworn, brother ; but noW I 
fee he is a lewd and pernicious enormity (as matter 
Overdo calls him. ) 

Juf. Mine own words turn'd upon me like fwords. 

Cok, Cannot a man*s purfe be at quiet for you i' the 
maker's pocket, but you muft entice it fortn and de- 
bauch it ? , 

IVaf. Sir, fir, keep your debauch, and your fine 
Bartholomew terms to your felf, and make as much on 
'em as you pleaie. But gi* me this from you i* the 
mean time ; I befeech you, fee if I can look to this. 

[ff^a^e takes the Ucenfefrom bim. 

Cok. Why, Numps? 

Waf. Why ? becaufe you are an afs, fir, there's a 
reafon the fhorteft way, an' you will needs ha' it^ 
now you ha' got the trick of lofing, you'd lofe your 
breech an' 'twere loofe. I know you, fir, come, deli- 
ver« you'll go and crack the vermin you breed now« 
will you ? 'lis very fine, will you ha' the truth on't ? 
they are fuch retchlefs flies as you are, that blow cut- 
purfes abroad in every corner -, your foolifli having of 
money makes 'em. An' there were no wifer than I, 
fir, the trade (hould lye open for you fir, it Ihould 
i'faich, fir. I would teach your wit to come to your 
head, fir, as well as your land to come into your 
hand, I afiTure you, fir. 

ff^in. Alack, good Numps. 

ff^af. Nay, gentlemen, never pity me, I am not 
worth it : Lord fend me at home once to Harrow €? the 
Hill again, if I travel any more, call me Coriat with all 
my heart. 

^ar. Stay, fir, I muft have a word with you in 
private. Do you hear 

Edg. With me, fir ? what's your ple^furc, good fir ? 

^ar. Do not deny it, you arc a cut-purfe, fir, 

this 
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this gentleman here and I faw you : nor do we mean 
to deceft you (chough we can lufficiently inform our 
felves toward the danger of concealing you) but you 
muft do us a piece of lervice. 

Edg. Good gentlemen, do not undo me ; I am a 
civil young man, and but a bejnnner indeed. 

^uar. Sir, your beginning mall bring on your end- 
ing tor us. We are no catchpoles nor conftabies. That 
you are to undertake is this i you faw the old fellow; 
with the black box here ? 

Edg. The little old governor, fir ? 

^uar. That fame : I fee you have flown him to a 
m^ already. I would hia' you get away that box 
from him, and bring it us. 

Edg. Wou'd you ha' the box and all, fir, or only 
that that is In't ? I'll get you that, and leave him the 
box to play with ftill (which will be tha harder o' the 
two) becaufe I would gain your worihip*s good opi- 
nion of me. 

fFin-fv. He fays well, 'tis the greater maftery, and 
'twill make the more fport when 'tis mift. 

Edg. I, and 'twill be the longer a mifling, to draw 
on the fport. 

^uar. But look you do it now, firrah, and keep 
your word, or 

Edg. Sir, if ever I break my word with . a gentle- 
man, may I never read word at my need^. Where fhall 
I find you ? 

^uar. Somewhere i' th' Fair, hereabouts. Difpatch 
it quickly. I would fain fee the careful fool delixled ! 
of all beads, I love the ferious afs ; he that takes pains 
to be one, and plays the fool with the greated dill* 
gence that can be. 

Gra. Then you would not chufe, fir, but love my 

^ May I never KE AD ward at fry need.] i. c. may I never have the 
benefit of clergy, if I am taken and brought to my trial. 

guardian. 
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guardian, jufttce Overdo, who is anfwerable to that 
efcription in every hair of him. 

^ar. So I have heard. But bow came you, miftrels 
Welborn, to be his ward, or have relation to him at 
firft ? 

Gra. Faith, through a common calamity, he bought 
me, fir; and now he will marry me to his wife*s bro- 
ther, this wife geatleman that you fee, or clfe I muft 
pay value o* my land. 

^uar. 'Slid, is there no device of difparag^meat, or 
fo ? talk with fome crafty fellow, fome picklock o* 
the law ! would I had ftudied a year longer i* th* inns 
of court, an't had been but i* your cafe. 

, Win-w, I, mailer Quarlous, arc you proficring ? 

Gra. You'd bring but little aid, fir. 

Win-w. (PU look to you i* faith, gameften) An 
unfortunate foolifii tribe you are fain into, kdy, I 
wonder you can endure 'em. 

Gra. Sir, they that cannot work their fetters off muft 
wear *cm. 

Wtn-w. You fee what care they have on you, to 
leave you thus. 

Gra. Faith the fame they have of tbemfelves, fir. 
1 cannot greatly complain, if this were all the plea I 
had againft 'em. 

fVin. 'Tis true ! but will you pleafe to withdraw 
with us a little, and make them think they have loft 
you. I hope our manners ha' been fuch hitherto, and 
our language, as will give you no caufe to doubt your 
felf in our company. 

Gra. Sir, I will give my felf no caufe ; I am ib fe- 
cure of mine own manners, as I fufpeft not yours. 

S^uar. Look where John Little-wit comci. 

IVin-w. Away, I'll not be feen by him. 

^ar. No, you were not beft, he'd tell his mother, 
the widow. 

IVin-w. Heart 1 what do you mean i 

§uar. 
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^iar. Cry you mercy, is the wind there ? muft not 
the widow be nam*d ? 

S C E N E VI. 

Little-wit^ Win^ Trajb^ Leather-head^ Knockbum^ Bufy^ 

Fure-craft. 

Lit. Do you hear. Win, Win ? 

Win. What fay you, John ? 

Lit. While they are paying the reckoning. Win, 
rU tell you a thing. Win ; we fhall never fee any fighti 
i*the Fair, Win, except you long ftill. Win ; good 
Win, fwcct Win, long to fee fomc hobby-horfes, and 
fome drums, and rattles, and dogs, and fine devices. 
Win. 1 he bull with the five legs. Win ; and the 
great hog. Now you ha' begun with pig, you may 
long for any thing. Win, and fo for my motion. Win. 

Win. But we Iha' not eat o' the bull and tte hog, 
John ; how fhall I long then ? 

Lit. O yes. Win : you may long to fee, as well as 
to tafte. Win : how did the pothecary's wife. Win, 
that long'd to fee the anatomy. Win ? or the lady^ 
Win, that defir*d to fpit i' the great lawyer's mouth, 
after an eloquent pleading ? I afiure you, they long'd. 
Win ; good Win, go in, and long. 

9>^?. I think we are rid of our new cuftomcr, bro- 
ther Leather-head, we fhall hear no more of him. 

\^hey plot to he gone. 

Lea. All the better ; let's pack up all, and be gone, 
before he find us. 

Tra. Stay a little, yonder comes a company ; it may 
be we may take fome more money. 

Kno. Sir, I will take your counfel, and cut my hair, 
and leave vapours : I fee that tobacco, and bottle- 
ale, and pig, and Whit, and very Urda herfelf, is all 
vanity. 

Buf. 



^$2 Bartholomew Fair. 

Buf, Only pig was not comprehended in my adrno* 
nicion, the reft were : for long hair, it is an enfign of 
pride, a banner ; and the world is full of thofe ban- 
ners, very full of banners. And bottle-ale is a drink 
of fatan's, a diet-drink of facan's, devifed to puff us 
up9 and make us fwell in this latter ag^ of vanity % as 
the fmoke of tobacco, to keep us in mift and error : 
but the fleihly woman (which you call Urfla) is above 
all to be avoided, having the marks upon ner of the 
three enemies of man ; the world, as being in the Fair ; 
the devil, as being in the fire ; and the fleih, as be- 
ing herfelf. 

Pur. Brother Zeal-of-the-land ! what (hall we do ? 
my daughter Win-the*fight is fal'n into her fit of long- 
ing again. 

Buf. For more pig } there is no more, b there ? 

Pur. To fee fome fights i* the Fair. 

Buf. Sifter, let her fiy the impurity of the place 
fwiftly, left ihe partake of the pitch thereof. Thou 
art the feat of the beaft, O Smithfield, and I will leave 
thee. Idolatry peepeth out on every fide of thee. 

Kno. An excellent right hypocrite! now his belly is 
full, he falls a railing and kicking, the jade. A very 
good vapour ! Til in, and joy Urfla, with telling how 
her pig works ^ two and a half he eat to his (hare ; and 
he has drunk a pail-full. He eat) with his eyes, as 
well as his teeth. 

Lea. What do you lack, gentlemen ? what is't you 
buy ? rattles, drums, babies 

Buf. Peace, with thy apocryphal wares, thou pro- 
fane publican ; thy bells, thy dragons, and thy Tobies 
dogs. Thy hobby-horfe is an idol, a very idol, a 
fierce and rank idol ; and thou, the Nebuchadnezzar, 
the proud Nebuchadnezzar of the Fair, that fett'ft it 
up, for children to fall down to, and worfhip. 

Lea. Cry you mercy, fir \ will you buy a fiddle to 
fill up your noife ? 

I Ut. 
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Xi/« Look, Win, do, look a God's name, and fave 
your longing. Here be fine fights. 

Pur. I, chikl, fo you hate 'em, as our brother Zeal 
does, you may look on 'em. 

Lia. Or what do you fay to a drum, fir? 

Buf. It is the broken belly of the bead, and thy bel* 
lows there are his lungs, and thefe pipes are his throat, 
thofe feathers are of his tail, and thy rattles the gnafli* 
ing of his teeth. 

Tra. And what's my nngerbread, I pray you ? 

Buf. The provender that pricks him up. Hence with 
thy^ baflcet of popery, thy neft of images, and whole 
legend of ginger-work. 

Lea. Sir, if you be not quiet the auicklier, I'll ha' 
you clapp'd fairly by the heels, for difturbing the Fair. 

Buf. The fm of the F^r provokes me, I cannot 
be filent. 

Pur. Good brother Zeal ! 

Lea. Sir, I'll make you filent, believe it. 

Lit. I'd give a ihilling you could, i'faith, friend. 

Lea. Sir, give me your fiiilling, I'll give you my 
fiiop, if I do not s and I'll leave it in pawn with you 
i' the mean time. 

Lit. A match, . i'faith ; but do it quickly then. 

Buf. Hinder me not, woman. [He /peaks to the wi* 
dow.\ I was mov'd in fpirit, to be here this day, in this 
Fair, this wicked and foul Fair ; and fitter may it be 
call'd a Foul than a Fair ; to proteft againft the abufes 
of it, the foul abufes of it, in regard of the afflidted 
faints, that are troubled, very much troubled, exceeds 
ingly troubled, with the opening of the merchandife of 
Babylon again, and the peeping of popery upon the 
ftalls here, here, in the high places. See you not 
Goldylocks, the purple ftrumpet there, in her yellow 
gown and green fleeves ? the prophane pipes, the tink-* 
ling timbrels ? a fliop of relicks ! 

Lit. Pray you forbear, I am put in trgft with 'em. 

Vol. III. Z Buf. 
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Buf. Ahd this idol^croud grove of imaged) this flaf- 

kct of idols, which I will pull down -• 

\(>oerthro^s the gingerh'tad. 
(Tra. O my ware, my Ware, God blcfs it.) 
Buf. In my zeal, and glory to be thus exercis'd. 

yJatberhead enters with officers. 
Lea. Here he h, pray you lay hold on his zeal ; we 
cannot fell a whiftle for him in tune. Scop his noife 
firft. 

Buf. Thou canlt not ; *tis a fandified noife. I will 
ihake a loud and moft ftrong noife, till I have daunted 
the prophane enemy. And for this caufc 

Lea. Sir, here's no man affaid of you, or your 
caufe. You fhall fwcar it i* the ftocks, fir. 

Buf I will chruft my felf into the ftocks, upon the 
pikes of the land 7. 

Lea. Carry him away. 

Pur. What do you mean, wicked men ? 

Buf Let them alone, I fear them not. 

Lit. Was not this fhilling well Ventured, Win, for 
our. liberty ? now we may go play, and fee over 
the Fair, where we lift ourfelves ; my mother is gone 
after him, and let her e*en go, and lofe us. 

Win. Yes, John ; but I know not what to do. 

Lit. For what. Win ? 

Win. For a thing I am alhamM to tell you i* faith ; 
and *tis too far to go home. 

Lit: I pray thee be not afhamM, Win, Come^ i* 

7 I fwill ihrufi nrf ftlf into the fioehs^ upon the mvLEs of thehmd.'\ 
Biify, in the fury of his zeaU conceits hunfelf a primitive chjriHiaB, 
jttft going to be mart}Ted for his religion : wbo,.amongft the various 
ways of torture, were often ftaked upon fpears, and forks, mrpikei. 
So biihop Jewel, in his own tranilation of his Apology, turns G6rf- 
fiianoi adfurccu condenmare — ^to condemn Chriftians to the fikes. See 
Mr. Warburion's inzenious note on Shakefpear's CorioUmus^ ad !• 
fc. L. Pikes of the land, however, may mean only the higb^ or 
mofl eminent places; but the other acceptation^ gives us the moll 
humorous idea. 

faiths 
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faith, thou (halt not be alham'd : is it any thing about 
the hobby •horfe man ? an*t be, fpeak freely. 

fFin. Hang him, bafe Bobchin» I fcorn him ; no^ 
I have very great, what fha' call 'urn, John. 

Lit. O ! is that all. Win ? we'll go back to captain 
Jordan^ to the pig-woman's^ Win, he'll help us, or 
flie, with a dripping-pan, or an old kettle, or fome* 
thing. The poor greafy foul loves you. Win ; and 
after we'll vifit the Fair all over. Win, and fee my 
puppet-play. Win ; you know it's a line matter^ 
Win. 

Lea. Let's away ; I counfell'd you to pack up afore^ 
Jone. 

Tra. A pox of his Bedlam purity. He has fpoil'd 
half my ware : but the beft is, we lofe nothing, if we 
mils our firft merchant. 

Lea. k fiiall be hard for him to find, or know u$» 
when are tranflated, Jone. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



TreMble-aUj Brinks Haggife, Cckes^ Juftiee^ Pocber^ 

Bufy^ Pure 'cr aft. 

Tro. A ^Y mafters, I do make no d0ubt, but you 
1 V 1 are officers. 

Srt. What then, fir ? 

Tra. And the king's lovme and obedient fubjeds. 

Bri. Obedient, friend f talce heed what you fpeakt 
I advife you ; Cliver Briftle advifes you. His loving 
fubje&s, we grant you ; but not his obedient, at this 
time, by your leave ; we know ourfelves a little better 
than fo ; we are to command, fir, and fuch as you 
are to be obedient. Here's one of his obe4ient fub- 

Z 2 jefts 
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Bri. O, are vou advised of chat i and a ferere ja« 
fticer, by your leave. 

Juf. Do I bear ill o*that fide too ? 

Bri. He will fit as upright o' the bench, an' you 
mark him, as a candle i' the focket, and give light to 
the whole court in every bufinefs. 

Hsg. But he will burn blue, and fwell like a boil, 
(God bleft us) an^ he be angry. 

Bri. I, and he will be angry too, when ^ he's lift* 
that's more I and when he is angry, be it rieht or 
wrong, he has the law op's fide ever* I ma& thte 
too. 

Juf. I will be mere tender hereafter. I fee com* 
paffion may become a juftice, though it be a weak* 
neis, I confeis, and nearer a vice than a virtue. 

Hag. Well, uke him out o' the ftocks again \ we'll 
go a fure way to work, we'll ha' the ace of hearts of 
our fide, if we can. [Ti^ take the Juftice eui.- 

Poc. Come, bring him away to his fellow there; 
Mafter Bufy, we (hall rule your legs, I hope, thoogh 
we cannot rule your tongue. 

Buf. No, minifter of darknefs, no ; thou canft not 
rule my tongue ; my tongue it is my own, and widi 
it I will both knock and mock down your Bartholor 
mew abominations, till you be made a hifling to the 
neighbouring pariifaes round about. 

Hag. Let him alone, we have devis'd better upon't. 

Pur. And fiiatl he not into the ftocks then ? 

Bri. No, miftrefs, we'll have ^«m both to juflice 
Overdo, and let him do over 'em as is fitting. Then 
I, and my goffip Haggife, and my beadle Pocher art 
difcharged. 

Pur. O, I thank you, hiefled honeft men ! 

Bri. Nay, never thank us -, but thank this madman 
that comes here ; he put it in our heads. 

* WleHH\%iift ] It (hoald be 'when his lift i when he has a niad* 

Pur. 
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Put. Is he mad ? now heaven increafe bis madoeis* 
and blefs it, and thank it: fir, yoMv poor hand- maid 
thanks you. \Come$ again. 

Tr§. Have you a warrant ? an' you have a warrant, 
fliew k« 

Pur. Yes, I have a warrant, out of the word, to 
give thanks for removing any icorn intended to the 
brethren. 

Tra. It is juftice Overdoes warrant that I look for ; 
if you have not that, keep your word, TU keep mine. 
Quit ye, and multiply ye. 

SCENE II. 

£4gW0rtb^ Trpuble^oDt Nigbiiifgale^ Cokes^ Cojfard^ 

monger, 

Edg. Come away, Nightingale, I pray thee. 

Tro. Whither go you ? wherc's ygur warrant ? 

Edg. Warrant ! for what, fir ? 

Tro. For what you go about, you know how fit it 
is ; an* you have no warrant, blefs .you, V\\ pray for 
you, that's all I can do. [Goes tmi. 

Edg. What means he ? 

Nig. A mad-man that haunts the Fair ; do you not 
know him ? It's marvel he has not more followers after 
his ragged heels. 

Edg. Befiirew him, he ftartled me : I thought he 
had known of our plot. Guile's a terrible thing : 
ha' you prepar'd the Coftard-monger ? 

Nig. Yes, and agreed for liis bafket of pears \ he is 
at the corner here, ready. And your prize, he comes 
down failing that way all alone, without his protefbor ; 
he is rid of him, it feems. 

Edg. I, I know ; I (hould ha' followed his prote<5bor- 
fiiip, for a feat I am to do upon him : but this offered 

Z 4 
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it felf fo i' the way, I could not let Ycape : here 
he comeS) whiftle ; be this ijport caird Dorring the 
Dottrel. 

Nig. Wh, wh, wh, wh, ^c. [Nightingale wbiftUs. 

Cok. By this light, I cannot find my gingerbread- 
wife, nor my hobby-horfe man, in all the Fair now, 
to ha* my money again : and I do not know the way 
out on*t, to go home for more. Do you hear, friend, 
you that whiftJe f what tune is that you whiftle ? 

Nig. A new tune, I am pradbifing, fir. 

Cok. Doft thou know where I dwell, I pray thee ? 
nay, on with thy tune \ I ha* no fuch hafte for an aa- 
fwer : HI praftife with thee. 

Cof. Buy any pears, very fine pears, pears fine, 

[Nightingale fets bis foot afore him^ 
and be falls with bis bqfitet. 

Cok. Gods fo ! a mufs, a mu(s, a mufs, a mufs.' 

Cof Good gentleman, my ware, my ware 1 I am a 
poor man. Good fir, my ware. 

Nig. Let me hold your fword, fir, it troubles you. 

Cok. Do, and my cloke an' thou wilt, and mv hat 
too. [Cokes falls a fcrambting^ wbil/s sbey 

run away with bis things. 

Edg, A delicate great boy ! methinks he out-fcram- 
bles *em all. I cannot perfuade myfelf, but he goes 
to grammar-fchool yet, and plays the truant to-day. 

Nig. Would he had another purfe to cut, Zekiel. 

Edg. Purfe ! a man might cut out his kidneys, I 
think, and he never feel 'em, he is fo earneft at the 
fport. 

Nig. His foul is half-way out on*s body at the game. 

Edg. Away, Nightingale ; that way. 

' J MU8«, a MVS8.] i. c. aferamiU. So Shakefpeafy 
** Like boys unto a mu/s^ 
** Kings woqU fiart fordi and cry— 

^ Antmy aMdCk^atra^ ad 3. 

Cok. 
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Cck. I think I am furni(h*d for cactern pears, for one 
under-meal^ : gi* me my cloke. 

Cof. Good gentleman, give me my ware* 

Cok. Whcrc*s the fellow I ga* my clokf to ? my 
cloke and my hat ? ha ! gods *lid is he gone ? thieves^ 
thieves ; help me to cry, gentlemen. [He rum out. 

Edg. Away, coftard-monger, come to us to Urfla's. 
Talk of him to have a foul ! 'heart, if he have znj 
more than a thing given him inftead of fait, only to 
keep him from ftinkingS PU be hang'd afore my time, 
prefently : where (hould it be trow ? in his blood ? he 
has not fo much to'ard it in his whole body as will 
maintain a good flea ! and if he take this courfe, he 
will not ha* fo much land left as to rear a calf, within 
this twelve-month. Vi^as there ever green plover fo 
pull'd ! that his little overfeer had been here now, and 
been but tall enough to fee him Ileal pears, in ex* 
change for his bever-har and his cloke thu^^ ! I muil: 
go find him out next, for his black box, and his patent 
(it feems) he has of his place ; which I think the gen- 
tleman ^would have a reveriion of, that fpoke to me 
for it fo earneftly^ [Cokes comes in again. 

Cok. Would I might lofe my doublet, and hofe 
too, as I am an honefk man, and never ftir, if I think 
there be any^ thing but thieving and cozening i' this 
whole Fair. Bartholomew Fair, quoth he ; an* ever 
any Bartholomew had that luck in*t that I have had, 

♦ I think Jamfurnijh'dfor cattern ffars^ftr one unde % -meal.] i.e. 
8 dinner, or afternoor/s meal, for fo the glofiaries interpret the 
wor<L The undim time of day is faid by fome to be the third hoor 
or nine o'clock ; and the repail then taken was called undem mile. 
See the GloiTary to Chaucer, in the word IJndtm^ and Jonias .'ft 
Uttdren. 

S Hearty if he have any thing more than a thing pnten himinjfeadof 
fait^ 9utf to keep bimfrvmftinking ] The fame is faid of fwine by the 
Stoic ChryfippoSy as we learn from Tully : 5«i n^ero quid hahet 
fr^ter efcam ? cut quidem^ ne pttrefceret^ animam itfam fro fale da^ 
tarn diat ejfe Chryfippus. De Na^ara Deor. lib. a. The applicatioa 
by the poet does not feem oat of charaAer. 

m 
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rU be mareyr'd fear hinu and in Smithfield toe. I ha' 
paid for my pears, a rot on 'ein> I'll keep 'cm nq 
longer [t brows moof Us fern's} you were choke-pews to 
me : I bad been bett«r ha' gone to mumchance for 
you, I wufs« Methinks the Fair Ihould not have us'd 
me thus, and 'twere but for my name's-fake ; I would 
not ha' us'd a dog o' the oame fo. O, Numps will 
triumph now ! friend* do you know who I am ? or 
where 1 lie ? I do not myfdf. Til be (worn. Do but 
carry me home, and I'll pieafe thee -, I ha' money e- 
nough there. I ha' loft my felf, and my cloke« and 
my hat, and mj fine fword» and my Ofter, and 
NumpSt and miurefs Grace, (a gentlewoman that 

I ihould ha' married) and a cut- work handkerchief (he 
ga* me, and two purfea, to-day ; and my bargain o' 
hobby-horfes and gingerbread9 which grieves me worft 
of all. [TfwbU^all ccmis agaiu. 

Tro. By whoic warrant, Gr, have you done all diis ? 

Ok. Warrant ? thou art a wife fellow indeed ^ as if 
a man need a warrant to lofe any thing with ! 

Tr0. Yes, juftice Overdo's warrant, a man may gee 
and lofe with. 111 ftand to't. 

Cfk. Juftice Overdo, doft thou know him ? I lie 
there» he is my brother in-law, he married my fifter : 

Eray thee Ihew me the way -, doft thou know the 
Dufef 

Tro. Sir, (hew me your warrant; I know nothing 
without a warrant, pardon me. 

Cok. Why, I warrant thee ; come along : thou flialt 
fee I have wrought pillows there, and cambrick fheets, 
and fweec bags coo. Pray thee guide me to the 
houfe. 

Tro. Sir, PU tell you-, go you thither yourfclf firft 
alone, tell your worfhipful brother your mind, and 
but bring me three lines of his hand, or his clerk's, 
with Adam Overdo underneath ; here PU ftay you* 

II )bcy you, and PU guide you prefently. 

Ok. 
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C^k. *Slid, tins is an afs, I ha' found him } pox up« 
OB me* what do I talking to fuch a dull fool ? fiuewel» 
jrou are a rtrj coxcomb, do you hear ? 

Tr9. 1 think I am ; if juftice Overdo fign to it, I am^ 
and fo wc are all : heUl quit us all, multiply us all. 

SCENE III. 
Qra^et ^arkH4. B^n-mfiy Trwbh-aUt E^worth. 
{7b^ enter with their Jwcrds drawn.} 

Gra. Gentlemen, this is no way that you take ; you 
do but breed one another trouble and offence, and give 
me no contentment at alL I am no flie that amds 
to be quarrerd for, or have my name or fortune 
made the queftion of niens fwords. 

^ar. 'Slood, we love you, 

Gra. If you both love me, a$ you pretend, your 
own reafon will tell you, but one can enjoy me : and 
to that point there leads a direfler line, than by my 
infamy, which muft follow, if you fight. 'Tis true, 
I have profeft it to you ingenuoufly, that rather than 
to be yoked with this bridegroom is appointed me, I 
would take up any hufband almoft upon ally truft. 
Though fubtilty would fay to me (I know) he is a 
fbol> and has an eftate, and I might govern him, and 
enjoy a friend befide. But thefe are not my aim^ ; I 
muft have a huiband I muft love« or I cannot live 
with him. I ihall ill make one of thefe politick 
wives. 

U^in-iv. Why, if you can like cither of us, lady, 
fay, which is he, and the other Ihall fwear inftantly td 
defift. 

i^nar* Content, I accord to thkt willingly. 

Gra. Sure you think me a woman of an extreme 

levity. 
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levity, goitletnen, or « ftrange faocy, that (meeting 
you by chance in fuch a place as this, both at one in- 
(lant, and not yet of two hours acquaintance, neither 
of you defcrving afore the other of me) I Ihould fb 
forlake my modefty (though I might affeft one more 
particularly) as to Giy, this is he, and name him. 

^jfor. Why, wherdbre Ihould you not ? what (hould 
hinder you ? 

Cra. If you would not give it to my modefty, al- 
low it yet to my wit ; give me fo much of woman and 
cunning, as not to betray myfelf impertinently. How 
can I judge of you, fo far as to a choice, without 
knowing you more \ you are both equal, and alike to 
me yet, and fo indifferently affeded by me, as each 
of you might be the man, if the other were away. 
For you are reafonable creatures, you have under- 
ftanding and difcourfe ; and if fate fend me an under* 
ftanding hufband, I have no fear at all but mine own 
manners (hall make him a good one. 

^ar. Would I were put forth to making for you 
then. 

Gra, It may4>e you are, you know not what's to- 
ward you : will you confent to a motion of mine, 
gentlemen ? 

ff^n-w. Whatever it be, weMl prefume reafonable* 
nefs, coming from you. 

^ar. And fimefs too. 

Gra. I faw one of you buy a pair of tables e'en 
now. 

ff^in-w. Yes, here they be, and maiden ones too, 
unwritten in. 

Gra. The fitter for what they may be employed in. 
You (hall write either of you here a word or a name, 
what you like beft, but of two or three fyllab|es at 
moft ; and the next perfon that comes this way, (be- 
caufe Deftiny has a high hand in bufinefs of this na- 
ture) rU demand which of the two words he or (he 

doth 
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doth approve, and, according to that fentence, fix my 
refolution and aflFedtion without change. 

^ar. Agreed \ my word is conceived already. 

IVin-w. And mine (hall not be long creating after. 

Gra. But you (hall promife, genuemen, not to be 
curious to know which of you it is, taken ; but give 
me leave to conceal that, till you have brought me 
either home, or where I may fafely tender my felf. 

jyin^w. Why, that's but equal. 

^ar. We are pleas'd. 

Gra. Becaufe I will bind both your endeavours to 
work together friendly and jointly each to the other's 
fortune, and have my felf fitted with fome means, to 
make him that is forlaken a part of amends. 

§uar. Thefe conditions are very courteous. Well, 
my word is out of the Arcadia then, Argalus. 

fVin-w. And mine out of the Pky, Palemon. 

[Trouble-all comes again i 

Tro. Have you any warrant tor this, gentlemen ? 

^uar. fVinw. Ha ! 

Tro. There muft be a warrant had, believe it. 

Win-w. For what ? 

Tro. For whatfoever it is, any thing indeed, no mat- 
ter what. 

^ar. 'Slight ! here's a fine ragged prophet dropt 
down i' the nick ! 

Tro. Heaven quit you, gentlemen. 

^ar. Nay, ftay a little : good lady, put him to the 
quellion. 

Gra. You are content then ? 

Win-w. ^uar. Yes, yes. 

Gra. Sir, here are two names written ■ 

Tro. Is juftice Overdo one? 

Gra. How, fir ? I pray you read 'em to yourfelf ; 
it is for a wager between thefe gentlemen ; and with 
a ftroke, or any difference, mark which you approve 
be^. 

Tro. 
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Trc. They may be both worflupful nam^ for cugbc 
I know, miftrefs ^ but Adam Ovetxio bad been worth 
three of 'em^ I aiTure you in this place, that's in plain 
Engliih. 

Gra. ThU man amazes me ! I pray you like one of 
*em, ilr. 

Trp. I do like him there, that has^the beft warrant, 
miftreis, to lave your longing, and (multiply him) it 
may be this. But I am (till for juftice Overdo^ that's 
my confcience, and quit you. 

Win-w. Is't done, lady f 

Gra. I, and ftrangely, as ever I (aw ! what fellow is 
this, trow? 

^ar. No matter what, a fortune-teller we ha' made 
him ; which is'c, which is't ? 

Gra. Nay, did you not promile not to inquire ? 

isiuar. 'Slid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me* 
Look, here's our Mercury come \ the licence arrives 
i' th^ fined time too ! 'tis but icraping out Cokes his 
name, and 'tis done. 

fFifhw. How now, limetwig, haft thou touch'd ? ' 

Edg. Not yet, fir ; except you would go with oie 
and fee'c, it's not worth Ipeaktng on. The a£t is no- 
thing without a witnefs. Yonder he is, your man 
with the box, fallen into the fineft company, and io 
tranfported with vapours *, they ha' got in a northern 
clothier, and one Puppy, a weftern man, that's come 
to wrefile before my lord-mayor anon, and captain 
Whit, an^ ont Vai Cutting, that helps capuin Jordan 
to roar, a circling boy : with whom your Numps is ib 
taken, that you may ftrip him of his clothes, if you 
will. rU undertake to geld him for you, if you had 
but a furgeon ready to fear him. And miftreis Juftice 
there is the goodeft woman ! Ihe does fo love 'em all 
over in terms of juftice and the ityle of authority, 

with her hood upright -chat I befecch you come 

away, gentlemen, and fee't. 
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^ar. 'Slight, I would not lofe ic for the Fair ; 
what'll you do, Ned ? 

fFsn-w. Why, ftay hereabout for you : miftrefs Wei- 
born tnufl: not be feen. 

^ar. Do fo, and find out a prieft i' the mean time; 
ril bring the licence. X^ead, which way is*t i 

Edg. Here, fir, you are o' the back o*che booth al* 
ready ; you may bear the noife. 

S C E N E IV. 

KnockbufHy Ncrtbern^ P^W^ Cuttings Whit^ Edgwortb^ 
parlous J Overdo^ fVafpe^ Briftle. 

Kno. Whit, bid Val Cutting continue the vapours 
for a lift, Whit, for a lift. 

Ner. ril ne mare, Fll ne mare; the eale*s too 
meeghty. 

Kno. How now! my galloway nag the ftaggers! 
ha ! Whit, gi' him a flit i' the forehead. Chear up, 
man ; a needle and thread to ftitch his ears. Td cure 
him now, an' I had it, with a little butter and garlick, 
long pepper and grains. Where's my horn i Til 
give him a ma(h preiently, fliall take away this diz- 
zinefs. 

Pup. Why, where are you, zurs ? do you vlinch, 
and leave us i' the zuds now ? 

Nor. V\\ ne mare, Tis e'en as vuU as a paiper's bag, 
by my troth, I. ^ 

Pup. Do my northern cloth zhrink i* the wetting ? 
ha ? 

Kno. Why, well faid, old flea-bitten ; thou'lt never 
tire I fee. [They fall to their vapours again. 

Cut. No, fir, but he may tire if it pleafe him. 

JVbi. Who told^ dec flio ? that he vuld never teer> 
man ? 

I Cut. 
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Cut. No matter who told him io, fb long as lie 
knows. 

Kno. Nay» I know nothing, fir, pardon me there. 

Edg. They are at it ftill, fir ; this they call vapours/ 

fVbL He fhall not pardon dee, captain s dou (hale 
not be pardoned. Pre*dee, (hweet-heart, do not par- 
don him. 

Cut. 'Slight, ril >{^ardon him, an' I lift, whofoever 
lays nay to*t. / 

§uar. WhercyNumps ? I mifs him. 

[Here they continue their game of vapours^ wbicb 
is nonfenfe. • Every man to oppofe the laft man 
tbatfpoke^ whether it concerned him itr no. 

Waf. Why, I fay nay to*t. 

Sluar. O, there he is. 

Kno. To what do you fay nay, fir ? 

Waf. To any thing, whacfoever it is, fo long as I 
do not like it. 

Whit. Pardon me, little man, dou mufiit like it a 
little. 

Cut. No, he muft not like it at all, fir ; there you 
mr i' the wrong. 

Whi. I tink I bee : he mu(ht not like it indeed. 

Cut* Nay,, then he both muft and will like it, fir, 
for all you. t 

Kno. If he have reafon, he may like It, fir. 

IVhi, By no mecnfh captain, upon reafon, he may 
like nothing upon reafon. 

tVaf I have no reafon, nor I will hear of no reafon, 
nor I will look for no realon, and he is an afs that ei- 
ther knows any, or looks for*t from me. 

Cut. Yes, in fome fenfe you may have reafon, fir. 

IVaf. I, in fome fenfe, I care not if I grant you. 

Whi. Pardon me, thou ougfiit to grant him nothing 
in no (henfli, if dou do love dy flielf, angry man, 

Waf. Why then, I do grant him nothing \ and I have 
no fenfe. 

Cut. 
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Cut. *Tis true, thou haft no fenfe indeed. 
f^af. 'Slid, but I have fenfe, now I think on*t better^ 
and 1 will grant him any thing, do you fee« 

Kno. He is i* the rights and does utter a fuificient 
vapour. 

CuL Nay, It is no fuf&cient vaiM)ur neither, I deny 
that. 
Kno. Then it is a fweet vapour* 
Cul. It may be a fweet vapour. 
H^af. Nay, it is no fweet vapour neither, fif^ it ftinks 
and rii ftand to't. 

fFbL Yes, I tink it dofli fhtink, captain. All va- 
pour dofh (htink. 

fFaf. Nay, then it does not ftink, fir, and it (hall 
not ftink. 

Cui. By your leave, it may, fir. 
ff^af. I, by my leave it may ftink, I know that. 
fyhi. Pardon me, thou knowefht nothing, it cannot 
by thy leave, angry man. 
fTaf, How can it not ? 

Kno. Nay never queftion him, for he is i* the right. 
fFbi. Yefli, I am i' de right, I confefli it, fo ifh de 
little man too. 

ff^af. ril have nothing confeft that [concerns me. I 
am not i* the right, nor never was i* the right, nor 
never will be i' the right, while I am in my right 
mind. 

CuL Mind ? why, here's no man minds you, fir, 

nor any thing elfe. [Tbey drink again. 

Pup. Vriend, will you mind this that we do ? 

^a. Call you this vapours i this is fuch belching 

of quarrel as I never heard. Will you mind your bu* 

finefs, fir ? 

Edg. You (hall fee, fir. 

Nor. ril ne mare, my waimbwarkes too mickic 
with this auready. 

Vol. 111. A a Edg. 
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Edg. Will you take that, mafterWafpe, that no 

body (hould mind you ? , , . , 

IVaf. Why ? what ha' you to do ? is t any matter 

Edg. No, but methinks you (hould not be unmind- 

ed, though. , , . , , ■, 

JVaf. Nor I wu' not be, now I think on t •, do you 
hear, new acquaintance ? docs no man mind me, lay 

^ Cut. Yes, fir, every man here minds you, but how ? 
Waf. Nay, 1 care as little how as you do •, that was 

not my queftion. . i j 

li^bi No, noting was ty queftion, tou art a learned 

man, and I am a valiant man, i'faith la,v£ou (halt fpeak 

for me, and I will fight for tee. ' 
Km. Fight for him, Whit ? a grofs vapour, he can 

fieht for himfelf. 

IVaf. It may be I can, but it may be I wu not, 

how then ? 

Cut. Why then you may chufe. 

Waf- Why, and I'll chufe whether I'll chufe or no. 

Kno. I think- you may, and *tis true •, and I allow it 
for a refolute vapour. 

Waf. Nay then, 1 do think you do not think, and 
it is no refolute vapour. 

Cut. Yes, in fome fort he may allow you. 

Km. In no fort, fir, pardon me, 1 can allow him 
nothing. You miftakc the vapour. 

Waf He miftakes nothing, fir, in no fort. 

Whi. Yes I pre dee now, let him miftake. 

Waf A turd i* your teeth, never pre dee me, for 
I will have nothing miftaken. 

Kno Turd, ha turd ? a noifome vapour, ftnke, 

^hit. ' i'^^'y f'^^^ *^' '^^' 

Ove Why gentlemen, why gentlemen, I charge 
you upon my authority, conferve the peace. In the 
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king's name, and my hufband's, put up your wea- 
pons, I ihall be driven to commit you my felf, elfe. 

^ua. Ha, ha, ha. 

JFaf, Why do you laugh, fir ? 

^ua. Sir, you'll allow me my chriftian liberty! I 
may laugh, I hope. 

Cut. In fome fort you may, and in fome fort yoi) 
may not, fir. 

Kno. Nay in (bme fort, fir, he may neither laugh 
nor hope in this company. 

IFaf. Yes, then he may both laugh and hope in any 
fort, an't pleafe him. 

Siua. Faith, and I will then, for it doth pleafe me 
exceedingly. 

Waf. No exceeding neither, fir. 

Kno. No, that vapour is too lofty. 

^a. Gentlemen, I do not play well at your game 
of vapours, I am not very good at it, bu t ■ 

Cut. Do you hear, fir ? I would fpeak with you in 
circle, [He draws a circle on the ground. 

^a. In circle, fir ? what would you with me in 
circle ? 

Cut. Can you lend me a piece, a Jacobus, in circle ? 

^a. 'Slid, your circle will prove more coftiy than 
your vapours, then. Sir, no, I lend you none. 

Cut. Your beard's not well turn'd up, fir. 

^a. How, rafcal ? are you playing with my beard ? 
I'll break circle with you. [Tbeydratv all and fight. 

Pup. Nor. Gentlemen, gentlemen! 

Kno. Gather up, Whit, gather up, Whit, good va- 
pours. 

Ove. What mean you ? are you rebels, gentlemen ? 
fhall I fend out a fcrjeant at arms, or a writ o' re- 
bellion, againft you ? I'll commit you upon my wo- 
man-hood, for a riot, upon my juftice-hood, if you 
perfift, 

A a a Waf. 
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Wdf. Upon my jufticc-hood ? marry fliitc o* your 
hood : youMl commit ? fpoke like a true juftice of 
peace's iivife indeed, and a fine female lawyer ! curd 
i* your teeth for a fee^ now. 

Ove. Why Numps, in mafter Overdo's name, I 
charge you. 

ft^af. Good miftrefs Underdo hold your tongue. 

Ove. Alas ! poor Numps, 

IVaf. Alas ! and why alas from you, I befecch you ? 
or why poor Numps, goody Rich ? am I come to be 
pitied by your tuft-taffaca now ? why miflrels, I knew 
Adam the clerk, your hufband, when he was Adam 
Scrivener, and writ for two-pence a fheet, as high as 
he bears his head now, or you your hood, dame. What 
are you, fir ? {The watch comes in. 

Bri. We be men, and no infidels -, what is the mat* 
ter here, and the noifes ? can you tell ? 

pyaf. Heart, what ha' you to do ? cannot a man 
quarrel in quietnefs, but he muft be put out on'c by 
you ? what are you ? 

Bri. Why, we be his majefly's watch, fir. 

fTaf. Watch ? 'fblood, you are a fweet watch in- 
deed. A body would think, an* you watch'd well a 
nights, you (hould be contented to fleep at this time 
a day. Get you to your fleas and your flock-beds, 
you rogues, your kennels, and lye down clofe. 

Bri. Down ? yes, we will down, I warrant you, 
down with him in his majefty*s name, down, down 
with him, and carry him away to the pigeon-holes. 

Ove. I thank you honcft friends, in the behalf o'the 
crown, and the peace, and in mailer Overdo's name, 
for fupprefTing enormities. 

fFbi. Stay, Briftle, here i(h anoder brafh of drun- 
kards, but very quiet, fpecial drunkards, will pay de 
five (hillings very well. Take Vm to de, in dc graifh 

o*God: 
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o'God : one of hem do's change cloth for ale in the 
Fair, here ; te toder ifh a ftrong man, a mighty man, 
my lord mayor's man, and a wraftler. He has wrafh* 
led fo long with the bottle here, that the man with 
the beafdNbafh almofht ftreek up hifh heellh^. 

Bri. 'Slid, the clerk o* the market has been to cry 
him all the Fair over here, for my lord's fervice. 

IVhi. Tere he i(h, pre de taik him hen(h, and make 
ty beft on him. How now woman o' fhilk, vat ailfh 
ty fliwcct faifh ? art tou melancholy ? 

Ove. A little diftemper'd with thcfe enormities j 
(hall I entreat a courtefie of you, captain ? 

Ifln. Entreat a hundred velvet voman, I vill do it, 
Ihpeak out. 

Ove. I cannot with 'modefty fpeak it out, but— — 

fVhi. I vill do it, and more and more, for de. What 
Urfla, an't be bitch, an't be bawd, an't be I 

Urf. How now, rafcal ? what roar you for, old 
pimp? 

IVhL Here put up de clokes Urlh ; de purchaie ; pre 
de now, (hweet Ur(h, help dis good brave voman to 
a Jordan, an't be. 

Urf. 'Slid call your captain Jordan to her, can you 
not? 

H^bi. Nay, pre de leave dy confheits, and bring the 
velvet woman to de 

Urf. I bring her ! hang her : heart, mull I find a 
common pot for every punk i' your purlews ? 

IVhi. O good voordlh, Urlh, it i(h a gucft o'velvet 
i' fait la, 

Urf Let her fell her hood, and buy a fpunge, with 

^he man njuith /^^ b B a R D hajh almojht flreeh up hlfij htfljh^ In oor 

author's days, the ilone jugs in which ale was brought at public 

houfea, had the figure of a man, with a large leard^ drawn on 

on their outfide; and to this he compares a hoft, in the A^ew Itmi 

" Who's, at the beft, fome round grown thing, a jug 

'* Fac'd with a i&^iir^, that fills out to che guefts.'* A£t i. fc. 4: 

A a 2 9 pox 
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a pox to her, my vefiell is employed fir. I have but 
one, and, 'tis the bottom of an old bottle. An honeft 
proftor and his wife are at it within ^ if ihe'll ftay 
her time, fo« 

Whi, As foon as tou canfht (hweet Urfh. Of a va- 
liant man I tink I am te patientlh man i' the world, or 
in all Smithfield. 

Kno. How now Whit ? clofe vapours, ftealing your 
leaps ? covering in corners, ha I 

tVbi. No fait, captain, dough tou beefht aviflie 
man, dy vit is a mile hence, now. I vas procuring 
a fhmall courtefie for a woman of fafhion here. 

Ove* Yes, captain, though I am juftice of peace^s 
wife, I do love men of war, and the fons of the fword, 
when they come before my hufband. 

Kno. Say'fl: thou fo, filly ? thou (halt have a leap 
prefcntly, PU horfe thee my felf, elfe. 

Urf. Come, will you bring her in now ? and let her 
take her turn ? 

fVhu Gramercy, good Urfli, T tank de, 

Ove. Mafter Overdo fhall thank her. 



SCENE V. 

UttU'Wit^ Winy UrJUy Knockbumj Whity Overdoy ABce. 

Uttk'W. Good ga'mere Urs, Win and I are exceed- 
ingly beholden to you, and to captain Jordan, and 
captain Whit. Win, 1*11 be bold to leave you, i* this 
good company. Win ; for half an hour or fo. Win j 
while I go and fee how my matter goes forward, and 
if the puppets be perfeA ; and then I'll come and fetch 
you. Win. 

Win. Will you leave me alone with two Men^ 
John? 
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Little-w. I, they arc honed gentlemen. Win, captain 
Jordan and captain Whit ; they'll ufc you very civilly. 
Win. God b* w* you. Win. 

Urf. What's her hufband gone ? 

Kno. On his falfe gallop, Urs, away. 

Urf. An* you be right Bartholomew-birds, now (hew 
yourfelves fo : we arc undone for want of fowl i* the 
Fair, here. Here will be Zekiel Edgworth, and three 
or four gallants with him at night, and I ha' neither 
plover nor quail for 'em : periuade this between you 
two, to become a bird o' the game, while I work the 
velvet woman within, (as you call her.) 

Kno. I conceive thee, Urs : go thy ways. Doft thou 
hear, Whit ? is't not pity, my delicate dark cheftnut 
here, with the fine lean head, large forehead, round 
eyes, even mouth, fharp ears, long neck, thin creft, 
clofe withers, plain back, deep fides, fhort fillets, and 
full flanks ; with a round belly, a plump buttock, 
large thighs, knit knees, ftrait legs, (hort pafternss 
fmooth hoofs, and (hort heels, fhould lead a dull ho- 
neft woman's life, that might live the life of a lady ? 

IVhi. Yes by my fait and trot it is, captain ; dc ho- 
ned woman's life is a fcurvy dull life indeed, la. 

JVin. How, fir, is an honed .woman's life a fcurvy 
life ? 

fVbL Yes fait, fliwect heart, believe him, deleefof 
a bond'Woman ! but if dou vilt hearken to me, I vill 
mak6 tee a free woman and a lady ; dou ihalt live like 
a lady, as te captain faidi. 

Kno. I, and be honed too fometimes ; have her 
wiers and her tiers, her green gowns and velvet pet- 
ticoats. 

fVhi. I, and ride to Ware and Rumford i' dy coafh, 
Ihee de players, be in love vit 'em : fup vit gallantlh, 
be drunk, and cod de noting. 

Kno. Brave vapours ! 

Aa 4 ma 
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fm. And lie by twenty on *cm, if dou pleafh, fhweet 
heart. 

fPin. What, and be honeft dill ? that were fine fport. 

JFhi. Tilh common, (hweet heart, tou may'ft do it 
by my hand : it (hall be juftiiied to thy huiband's 
faifh, now : tou fhalt be as honeiht as the fkin between 
his hornfh, la. 

Kno. Yes, and wear a drefllng, top and top-galJant, 
to compare with e'er a hufband on *em all, for a fore- 
top : it is the vapour of fpirit in the wife to cuckold 
now a days, as it is the vapour of fafhion in the 
hufband not to fufped. Your prying cat-eyed citizen 
18 an abominable vapour. 

ff^H. Lord ! what a fool have I been ! 

fFti. Mend then, and do every ting like a lady here- 
after •, never know ty hufband from another man. 

Kno. Nor any one man from another, but i* the 
dark. 

fn>i. I, and then it ifh no difgrafh to know any 
man. 

Urf. Help, help here. 

Kno. How now ? what vaponrs there ? 

Urf. O, you are a fweet ranger ! and look well to 
your walks Yonder is your punk of Turnbull, ram- 

f>ing Alice, has fallen upon the poor gentlewoman with* 
n, and pull'd her hood over her ears, and her hair 
through it. 

yi/ice enters heating thtjuftice^s wife, 

Ove. Hclp» help, i* the king's name. 

Alt. A mifchier on you, they are fuch as you zrt 
that undo us, and take our trade from us, with your 
tufc-taffata haunches. 

Kno, How now, Alice ! 

AH' The poor common whores qan ha* no trafSck 

for 
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for the privy rich ones ; your caps and hoods of 
velvec call away our cuftomers, and lick the fat from 

us, 

Urf. Peace, you foul ramping jade you— 

jUu Od's foot, you bawd in greafe, are you talk- 
ing ? 

Kno. Why, Alice, I fay. 

Alt. Thou fow o* Smithfield, thou. 

Urf. Thou tripe of Turnbull. 

Kno. Cat-a- mountain vapours, ha ! 

Urf. You know where you were taw'd lately^ both 
Iaih*d and flafh'd you were in BridewelL 

Alu I, by the fame token you rid that week, and 
broke out the bottom o' the cart, night-tub. 

Kno. Why, lion face ! ha ! do you know who I 
am ? fliall I tear ruflf, flit waiftcoat, make rags of 
petticoat ! ha ! go to, vanifh for fear of vapours. 
Whit, a kick, Whit, in the parting vapour. Come, 
brave woman, take a good heart, thou (halt be a 
lady too. 

Whi. Yes fait, dey fhall all both be ladies, and 
write madam. I vill do't myfelf for dcm. Do is the 
vord, and D is the middle letter of maddam, D D» 
put 'em together, and make deeds, without which all 
words are alike, la. 

Kno. *Tis true, Urfla, take *em in, open thy ward- 
robe, and fit 'em to their calling. Green gowns, 
crimfon petticoats, green women ! my lord mayor's 
green women ! guefts o' the game, true bred. I'll 
provide you a coach to take the air in. 

fVin. But do you think you can get one ? 

Kno, O, they are common. as wheelbarrows where 
there are great dunghils. Every pettifogger's wife 
has *em ; for firft he buys a coach that he may marry, 
und then he marries that he may be made cuckold in't : 

for 
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for if their wives ride not to their cuckolding, they 
do *ein no credit. Hide and be hidden, ride and be 
ridden, fays the vapour of experience. 

SCENE VI. 

Troubk^aUj Knockbumj Wbit^ ^uarlouSj Edgwortb^ 
Brifiky Wafpty Haggifcy Jufikty Bufy^ Pure-craft. 

Tro. By what warrant does it fay fo ? 

Kno. Ha ! mad child o' the pie-poudres, art thou 
there ? fill us a trefli kan, Urs, we may drink tc^* 
ther. 

Tro. I may not dripk without a warrant, captain. 

Kno. *Slood, thou'U not ftale without a warrant 
Ihortly. Whit, give me pen, ink and paper, I'll 
draw him a warrant prefently. 

Tro. It muft be juftice OVerdo's. 

Kno. I know, man i fetch the drink, Whit. 

H^L I pre dee now, be very brief, captain ; for de 
new ladies ftay for dee. 

Kno. O, as brief as can be, here 'tis already. Adam 
Overdo. 

Tro. Why now Til pledge you, captain. 

Kno. Drink it o£F, Til come to thee anon again. 

^a. Well, fir, you are now difcharg'd ; beware of 
being fpy'd hereafter. [parlous to the cut-purfe. 

Edg. Sir, will it pleafe you, enter in here at Urfla's, 
and take part of a filken gown, a velvet petticoat, or 
a wrought fmock ; I am promis'd fuch, and I can (pare 
any gentleman a moiety. 

^a. Keep it for your companions in beaftlinefs, I 
am none of 'em, fir. If I had not already forgiven you 
a greater trefpafs, or thought you yet worth my beat- 
ing) I would inftruft your manners, to whom you 

I made 
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made your ofFcrs. But go your ways, talk not to me» 
the hangtnaii is only fit to difcourle with you ; the 
hand of beadle is too merciful a punifhment for your 
trade of life. I am forry I employed this fellow, for 
he thinks me fuch ; f acinus quos inquinai^ iequat. But 
it fwas for fport ; and would I make it ferious, the 
getting of this licenfe is nothing to me, without other 
circumilances concur. I do think how impertinently 
I labour, if the word be not mine that the ragged 
fellow mark'd ; and what advantage I have given Ned 
Win-wife in this time now of working her, though 
it be mine. He'll go near to form t^ her what a de« 
bauch'd rafcal I am, and fright her out of all good 
conceit of me : I fhould do fo by him, I am fure, if 
I had the opportunity. But my hope is in her temper 
yet •, and it mufl: needs be next to defpair, that is 
grounded on any part of a woman's difcretion. I 
would give, by my troth now, all I could {pare (to 
my clothes and my fword) to meet my tattered footh* 
fayer again, who was my judge i* the queftion, to 
know certainly whofe word he has damn'd or fav'd % 
for till then I live but under a reprieve. I muft feek 
him. Who be thefe ? [Enter fVafpe with the officers. 

Waf. Sir, you are a Wel(h cuckold, and a prating 
runt, and no conftable. 

Bri. You fay very well. Come put in his leg in the 
middle roundel, and let him hole there. 

Waf. You ftink of leeks, metheglin, and cheeie» 
you rogue. 

Bri. Why, what is that to you, if you fit fweetly 
in the (locks in the mean time ? if you have a mind to 
ftink too, your breeches fit clofe enough to your bum* 
Sit you merry, fir. 

^a. How now, Numps } 

Waf. It is no matter how \ pray you look off. 
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Slua. Nay, Til not oflPcnd you, Numps; I thought 
you had fat there to be feen. 

JVaf. And to be fold, did you not ? pray you mind 
your bufinefs, an' you have any. 

^lua. Crv you mercy, Numps j do's your leg lie 
high enough ? 

Brt. How now, neighbour H^ife, what lays juftice 
Overdo's worfhip to the other omnders ? 

Hag. Why, he fays juft nothing, what (hould he (ay^ 
or where Ihouid he fay : he is not to be found, man ; 
he ha* not been feen i' the Fair here all this live-long 
day, never fince feven a clock i' the morning. His 
clerks know not what to think on't. There is no 
court of pie-poudres yet. Here they be returned. 

Bri. What fhall be done with 'em then, in your dif- 
cretion ? 

Hag. I think we were bell put 'em in the (locks in 
difcretion (there they will be fafe in difcretion) for the 
valour of an hour, or fuch a thing, till his worlhip 
come. 

Brt. It is but a hole matter if we do, neighbour 
Haggife ; come, Ar, here is company for you ; heave 
up the flocks. 

\As tbey open tbeftocks^ Wafpeputs bisjboe on bis 
bandy and flips if in for bis leg. 

Waf. I fhall put a trick upon your Wel(h diligence 
perhaps. 

Bri* Put in your leg, fir. 

^a. What, Rabbi Bufy ! is he come ? 

[Xbey bring Bujy^ andputbimin. 

Suf. I do obey thee, the lion may roar, but he can- 
not bite I am glad to be thus feparatcd from the hea- 
then of the land, and put a-part in the flocks for the 
holy caufe. 

fVaf. What are you, fu- ? 

Buf. One that rejoiceth in his affli&ion, and fitteth 

here 
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here to prophefie the deftrudion of Fairs and May- 
games, Wakes, and Whitfon-ales, and doth figh and 
groan for the reformation of thefe abufes. 

ff^af, And do you figh and groan too, or rejoice in 
your affliftion ? 

Juf. I do not feel it, I do not think of it, it is a 
thing without me : Adam, thou art above thefe bat- 
teries, thefe contumelies. In te manca ruit fortuna^ as 
thy friend Horace faysj thou art one, Siuem neque 
pauperies^ neque mors^ neque vincula terrent. And there- 
fore as another friend of thine fays, (I think it be thy 
friend Perfius) Non te quajiveris extra. 

^a. What's hers ! a ftoick i* the flocks ? the fool 
is turn'd philofopher. 

Buf. Friend, I will leave to communicate my fpirit 
with you, if I hear any more of thofe fupcrftitious re- 
licks, thofe lifts of Latin, the very rags of Rome, and 
patches of Popery. 

fFaf. Nay, an* you begin to quarrel, gentlemen, 
rU leave you. I ha' paid for quarrelling too lately : 
look you, a device, but fhifting in a hand for a foot. 
God b* w* you. [He gets out. 

Buf. Wilt thou then leave thy brethren in tribula- 
tion ? 

PFaf. For this once, fir. 

Buf. Thou art a halting neutral; ftay him there, 
ftop him, that will not endure the heat of perfe- 
cution. 

Bri. How now, what's the matter ? 

Buf. He is fled, he is fled, and dares not fit it out. 

Bri. What, has he made an efcape, which way ? 
follow, neighbour Haggife. 

Pur. O me ! in the ftocks ? have the wicked pre- 
vailed .? 

Buf. Peace, religious fifter, it is my calling, com- 
fort your felf ; an extraordinary calling, and done for 
my better ftanding, my furer ftanding, hereafter. 

Tr^t 
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^ro. By whofc warrant, by whofc warrant, this ? 

[The mad-man enters. 

^a. O, here's my man dropt in I look'd for. 

Juf.Uz\ 

Pur. O good fir, they have fct the faithful here to 
be wondcr'd at j and provided holes for the holy of the 
land. 

Tro. Had they warrant for it ? fliewM they jufticc 
Overdo's hand ? if they had no warrant, they fliail an- 
fwer it. 

Brt, Sure you did not lock the ftocks fufficiently, 
neighbour Toby ! 

Hag. No! fee if you can lock 'em better. 

Bri. They are very fufficiently locked, and truly, 
yet.fomething is in the matter. 

fro. True, your warrant is the matter that is in 
queftion ; by what warrant ? 

BrL Mad-man, hold your peace, I will put you in 
his room elfe, in the very fame hole, do you fee ? 

^a. How ! is he a mad-man ! 

Tro. Shew me juftice Overdoes warrant, I obey you. 

Hag. You are are a mad fool, hold your tongue. 

Tro. In juftice Overdo's name, I drink to' you, and 
here's my warrant. \ [Shews bis can. 

Juf. Alas, poor wretch ! how it yearns my heart for 
him ! 

S>ua. If he be mad, it is in vain to queftion him. 
rU try though. Friend, there was a gentlewoman 
lhew*d you two names fome hours fince, Argalus and 
Palemon, to mark in a book, which of 'em was it 
you mark'd 

9><7. I mark no name, but Adam Overdo, that is 
the name of names, he only is the fufficient magi- 
ftrate ; and that name I reverence, (hew it me. 

^a. This fellow's mad indeed : I am further oflT 
xxow than afore. 

Jmf, 
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Juf. I (hall not breathe in peace till I have made him 
fome amends. 

^a. Well, I will make another ufc of him, is come 
in my head : I have a neft of beards in my trunk, one 
fomething like his. 

Bri. This mad fool has made me that I know not 
whether I have lock'd the flocks or no ; I think I 
locked 'cm. \Xhe watchmen cotne back again. The 

mad-man fights with *«w, and they 
kave open tbeftocks. 

Tro. Take Adam Overdo in your mind, and fear 
nothing. 

Bri. 'Slid, madnefs it felf, hold thy peace, and 
take that. 

Tro. Strikeft thou without a warrant ? take thou that. 

Buf. We are delivered by miracle ; fellow in fetters,' 
let us not refufe the means ; this madnefs was of the 
Ipirit : the malice of the enemy hath mock'd it felf. 

Pur. Mad do they call him ! the world is mad in 
error, but he is mad in truth : I love him o* the fud- 
den (the cunning man faid all true) and (hall love him 
more and more. How well it becomes a man to be 
mad in truth! O, that I might be his yoke-fellow, 
and be mad with him, what a many (hould we draw 
to madnefs in truth with us I 

Bri. How now I all *fcap*d ? where's the woman ? it 
is witchcraft ! her velvet hat is a witch, o* my con- 
fcicnce, or my key ! t'one. The mad-man was a devil, 
and I am an afs ; fo blefs me, my place, and mine 
office. [The watch mijing them^ are affrighted. 
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ACTV, SCENE I. 

Laniborny Fikber^ SbarkweL 

Lan. TT TELL, luck and Saint Bartholomew ; out 

VV ^^^*^ ^^^ ^^%^ ^^ ^^^ invcndoD, in the 
name of wit, and do you beat the drum the while ; 
all the foul i* the Fair, I mean all the dirt in Smith- 
field, (that's one of mafter Little- wit's Carwhitchets 
now) will be thrown ar our banner to-day, if the mat* 
ter do's not pleafe the people. O the motions that I 
Lanchorn Leather-head have given light to, i' my 
time, fince my mafter * Pod died 1 Jerufalem was a 
fiately thing, and fo was Nineve, and the city of 
Norwich, and Sodom and Gomorrah ; with the riling 
o' the prentices, and pulling down the bawdy-houfes 
there upon Shrove-Tuefday ; but the Gun-powder- 
plot, there was a get-penny ! I have prefented that to 
an eighteen or twenty-pence audience, nine times in 
an afternoon. Your home-born proje£ts prove ever 
the bed, they are fo eafy and familiar ; they put too 
much learning i* their things now o'days : and that I 
fear will be the fpoil o' this. Littie-wit ? I fay, 
Mickle-wit ! if not too mickle ! look to your gather- 
ing there, goodman Filcher. 

FiL I warrant you, fir. 

Lan. An' there come any gentlefolks, take two> 
pence a-piece, Sharkwell. 

Sba. I warrant you, fir, three-pence an' we can. 

* FoD was a mailer of motions before him. 
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SCENE II. 

yufticij Win-wife^ Grace^ ^arkus^ Pure^craft. 
[The Jifftici corner in like a porter.^ 

Juf. This latter difguifc, I have borrow'd of a 
porcer^ fliall carry me out to all my great and good 
ends ; which however interrupted, were never de- 
firoyed in me : neither is the hour of my i'everity yet 
come to reveal myfelf, wherein, cloud- like, I will 
break out in rain and hail, lightning and thunder, 
upon the head of enormity. Two main works I have 
to profccute : firft, one is to invent feme facisfad^ion 
for the poor kind wretch, who is out of his wits for 
my fake, and yonder I fee him coming, I will walk 
afide, and projedt for it. 

ff^n. I wonder where Tom Quarlous is, that he re- 
turns not, it may be he is (Iruck in here to feek us« 

Gra. See, here's our mad-man again. 

^ar. I have made myfelf a^ like him, as his gown 
and cap will give me leave. 

[parlous in the bahit of the madman 
is mijiaken by mrs. Pure-craft. 

Pur. Sir, I love you, and would be glad to be mad 
with you in truth, 

fVin-w. How ! my widow in love with a mad-man ? 

Pur. Verily, I can be as mad in fpirit as you. 

^ar. By whofc warrant ? leave your canting, gen- 
tlewoman, have I found you ? (fave ye, quit ye, and 
multiply ye) where's your book ? 'twas a fufficicnt 
name I mark'd, let me fee't, be not afraid to Ihew'c 
me* [He dejires to fee the hook of mifirefs Grace. 

Gra. What would you with it, fir ? 

^ar. Mark it again and again at your fervice. 

Gra. Here it is, fir, this was it you mark'd. 

Vol. III. B b ^/^, 
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^a. Paleraon ? fare you well, fare you wdL 

fVin-w. How, Palemon ! 

Gra. Yes^faitb, he has difcover'd it to you now, and 
therefore 'twere vain to difguife it longer, I am yours, 
fir, by the benefit of your fortune. 

fVin-w. And you have him, miftrels, believe it, 
that (hall never give you caufe to repent her benefit, 
but make you rather to think, that in this choice (he 
had both her eyes. 

Gra. I defire to put it to no danger of protefta- 
tion. 

^ar. Palemon the word, and Win-wife the man ? 

Pur. Good fir, vouchfafe a yoke fellow in your 
madnefs, fiiun not one of the fan6tified fitters, that 
would draw with you in truth. 

Suar. Away, you are a herd of hypocritical proud 
ignorants, rather wild than mad ; fitter for woods, and 
the fociety of beafts, than houfes, and the congre- 
gation of men. You are the fecond part of the 
fociety of canters, out-laws to order and difcipiine, 
ahd the only privilege church-robbers of Chriften* 
dom. Let me alone, Palemon the word, and Win- 
wife the man P 

Pur. I muft uncover my felf unto him, or I Ihall 
never enjoy him, for all the cunning mens promiies. 
Good fir, hear me, I am worth fix thoufand pound, 
my love to you is become my rack. Til tell you all 
and the truth, fince you hate the hypocrify of the par- 
ty-coloured brotherhood. Thefe feven years I have 
been a wilful holy widow, only to draw feafts and 
gifts from my entangled fuitors : I am alfo by office 
an afiifting fitter of the deacons, and a devourer, in- 
Head of a diltributer of the alms. I am a fpecial 
maker of marriages for our decayed brethren, with 
our rich widows, for a third part of their wealth, 
when they are married, for the relief of the poor eled : 
as alfo our poor handfome young virgins, with our 

wealthy 
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wealthy batchelors, or widowers ; to make them (teal 
from their hufbands, when I have conBrmed them 
in the faith, and got all put into their cuftodies. And 
if I ha' not my bargain, they may fooner turn a fcold* 
ing drab into a filent minifter, than make me leave 
pronouncing reprobation and damnation unto them. 
Our elder, Zeal-of-the-Iand, would have had me, but 
I know him to be the capital knave of the land, mak* 
ing himfelf rich, by being made a feoffee in trull to 
deceafed brethren, and coz'ning their heirs, byfwcar-* 
ing] the abfoiute gift of their inheritance. And thus 
having eas'd my confcience, and utter'd my heart with 
the tongue of my love ; enjoy all my deceits toge- 
ther, I befeech you. I fliould not have revealed this 
to you, but that in !time I think you are mad, and I 
hope you'll think me fo too, fir ? 

^uat. Stand afide, Y\\ anfwer you prefently. [He 
cofffiders with himfelf of it."] Why fliould I not marry 
this fix thoufand pound, now I think on't ? and a 
good trade too that flie has befide, ha ? the t'other 
wench Win- wife is furc of ; there's no expedatioo for 
me there ! Here I may make myfelf fomc faver, yet, if 
ihe continue mad, there's the queftion. It is money 
that I want, why ihould not I marry the money when 
'tis offered me ? I have a licence and all, it is but raz* 
ing out one name, and putting in another. Th^. e's 
no playing with a man's fortune ! I am refolv'd ; I 
>fvcre truly mad an* I would not ! Well, come your 
>¥ays, follow me, an' you will be mad, I'll ftiew you 
a warrant ! [He takes her along with him. 

* Pur. Moft zealoufly, it is that I zealoufly defire. 

Juf Sir, let me fpcak with you.[Tbejuftue calls him. 

^uar. By whofe warrant ? 

Juf. The warrant that you tender, and rcfpeft fo 1 
Juftice Ovcrdo's ! I am the man, Friend Trouble*alU 
tho' thus difguis'd (as the careful magiftrate ought) 

Bb a for 
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for the good of the republick in the Fair» and the 
weeding out of enormity. Do you want a houfe, or 
meat, or drink, or clothes ? fpeak whatfover it is, it 
ihall be fupplied you ; what want you ? 

^uar. Nothing but your warrant. 

Juf. My warrant ? tor what ? 

^ar. To begone, fir. 

Juf. Nay, I pray thee ftay; I am ferious, and have 
not many words, nor much time to exchange with 
thee. Think what may do thee good. 

^ar. Your hand and feal will do me a great deal 
of good; nothing eife in the whole Fair that I 
know. 

Juf. If it were to any end, thou (hould'ft have it 
willingly. 

&iar. Why, it will fatisfy me, that^s end enough to 
loo^ on ; an' you will not gi' it me, let me ga 

Juf Alas ! thou (halt ha' it prefently ; Til but ftep 
into the fcriveners here by, and bring it. Do not gp 
away. . [Tbejujiicegoescul. 

^uar. Why, this mad- man's Ihape will prove a very 
fortunate one, I think ! Can a ragged robe produce 
thefe efieds ? if this be the wife juftice, and he bring 
me his hand, I fhall go near to make fome ufe on'L 
He is come already ! [^And returns. 

Juf Look thee ! here is my hand and feal, Adam 
Overdo; if there be any thing to be written above 
in that paper that thou want'ft now, or at any time 
hereafter, think on't, it is my deed, I deliver it fo ; 
can your friend write ? 

^ar. Her hand for a witnefs, and all is well. 

Juf With all my heart. [He urgetb mrs Pure-craft. 

^ar.yf hy fhould not I ha' the confcience to make 
this a bond of a thoufand pound now, or what I would 
dfeP 

Juf 



Bartholomew Fair. '389 

Juf. Look you, there it is, and I deliver it as my 
de^ again. 

^ar. Let us now proceed in madnefs. 

[He takes her in wHb bimi 

Juf. Well, my confcience is much eas'd *, I ha' done 
my part, though it doth him no good, yet Adam hath 
ofier'd fatisfa£tion ! The fting is remov'd from hence ! 
Poor man, he is much alter'd with his affliAion, ic 
has brought him low ! Now for my other work, re- 
ducing the young man (I have followed fo long in 
love) from the brink of his bane to the center of 
fafety. Here, or in fome fuch like vain place, I (hall 
be fure to find him. I will wait the good time* 

SCENE IIL 

Cokes^ Sbarkwell^ Juftice^ Filcber^ Uttle*wit^ Lantertu 

Cok. How now ? what's here to do, friend ? art 
thou the mailer of the monuments ? 

Sba. 'Tis a motion, an't pleafe jour wor(hip; 

Juf. My fantaftical brother-in-law, mafter Bartho- 
lomew Cokes ! 

Cok, A motion, what's that ? \He reads tbe bilh 
The ancient modern hiftory of Hero and Leander^ 
otherwife called the Touchftone of True Love, with as 
true a trial of friendihip between Damon and Pythias, 
two faithful friends o' the Bank-Hde ? pretty i' faith^ 
what's the meaning on't ? is't an enterlude ? or what 
is't ? 

. Fil Yes, (ir, pleafe you come near, we'll take your 
money within. 

Cok. Back with thefe children ; they do fo follow 
me up and down. [The boys 0* tbe fair follow bim. 

Littk'W. By your leave, friend. 

Fil. You muft pay, fir, an' you go in* 

LittU-w. Who, I ? I perceive thou know'ft not me 1 
call the mafter o' the motion. 

Bb 3 Sba. 
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Sba. What do you not know the author, fellow 
Filcher ? You muft take no money of him ; he muft 
come in gratis: mafter Little- wit is a voluntary; 
he is the author. 

UttU-w. Peace, fpeak not too loud, I would not 
have any notice taken that I am the author, till we fee 
how it pafles. 

Cok. Matter Little- wit, how doft thou ? 

Uttk'W. Mafter Cokes ! you are exceeding well met: 
what, io your doublet and hofe, without a cloke or a 
hat? 

Cok. I would I might never ftir, as I am an honeft 
man, and by that fire ; I have loft all i'the Fair, and 
all my acquaintance too \ didft thou meet any body 
that I know, mafter Little-wic ? my man Numps, or 
my fifter Overdo, or miftrefs Grace? Fray thee, 
mafter Little- wit, lend me fome money to fee the en- 
terlude here ; Til pay thee again, as I am a gentleman. 
If thou'lt but carry me home, 1 have money enough 
there, 

' Uule-w, O, fir, you (hall command it ; what, will 
a crown ferve you ? 

Cok. I chink it will ; what do we pay for coming 
in, fellows ? 

Fil. Two-pence, fir. 

Cok. Two-pence ? there's twelve-pence, fiiend : 
nay, I am a gallant, as fimple as I look now ; if you 
fee me with my man about me, and my artillery 
again. 

Uttle-w. Your man was i* the ftocks e'en now, fir. 

Cok. Who, Numps? 

Uttle-w. Yes faith. 

Cok. For what i* faith ? I am glad o* that \ remem- 
ber to tell me on*t anon ; I have enough now ! What 
manner of matter is this, mr. Little-wit ? what kind 
of aftors ha' you ? are they good aAors ? 

JJitk'W. Pretty youths, fir, all children both old and 

young; 
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young 5 here's the mafter of 'cm— 

iLan. Call me not Leatherhead, but Lantern.) 

{Leatberbead wbifpers to Uttlewiti 
Uttle-w. Mailer Lantern, that gives light to the 
bufinefs. 

Cok. In good time, fir, I would fain fee 'em, I would 
be glad to drink with the young company \ which is 
the tiring-houfe ? 

Lan. Troth, fir, our tiring-houfe is fomewhat little ; 
we are but beginners yet, pray pardon us ; you cannot 
go upright in t. 

Cok. No, not now my hat is off ? what would you 
have done with me, if you had had me feather and 
all, as Iwas once to day ? ha' you none of your pretty 
impudent boys now, to bring ftools, fill tobacco, fetch 
ale, and beg money, as they have at other houfes ? 
let me fee fome o' your aftors. 

Uttle-w. Shew him 'em, fhew him 'em. Mafter 
Lantern, this is a gentleman that is a favourer of the 
quality. 

Juf. I, the favouring of this licentious quality is 
the confumption of many a young gentleman ^ a per^ 
nicious enormity. 
-• Cok. What, do they live in balkets ? 

[He brings tbem out in a basket. 
Lan. They do lie in a baiket, fir, they are o' the 
fmail players. 

Cok. Thefe be players minors indeed. Do you call 
thefe players ? 

Lan. They are a£bors fir, and as good as any, none 
difprais'd, for dumb Ihows : indeed, I am the mouth 
of 'em all. 

Cok. Thy mouth will hold 'em all. I think one 
taylor would go near to beat all this company with a 
hand bound behind him. 

Little-^. I9 and eat 'em all too» an' they were in 
c«ke-hrcad« 

Bb 4 Cok. 
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Cok. I thank you for that, mafter Little-wit, a good 
jeft i which is your Burbagc now ? 

Lan. ^hat mean you by that, fir ? 

Cok. Yourbeftador, your Field? 

Uttk'W. Good i'faith ! you are even with me, fir. 
' Lan, This is he, that ads young Leander, fir. He 
is extremely beloved of the womenkind, they do t(% 
afFe£t his aftion, the green gamefiers, that fome here, 
and this is lovely Hero, this with the beard, Damon % 
and this pretty Pythias : this is the ghoft of king 
Dionyfius in the habit of a fcrivener \ as you iQiali 
fee anon at large. 

Cok. WclU they are a civil company, I like 'cm 
for that } they offer not to fleer, nor jeer, nor break 
jefts, as the great players do : and then, there goes 
not fo much charge to the feafling of 'em, or making 
'em drunk, as to the other, by reafon of their little* 
ncfs. Do they ufe to play perfedt ? Are they never 
fluttered ? 

Lan, No, fir, I thank my induftry and policy for it; 
they are as weil governed a company, tho* I fay it 
And here is young Leander, is as proper an a&or, of 
his inches, and fhakes his head like an hofller *: 

Cok. But do you play it according to the printed 
book ? I have read that. 

Lan. By no means, fir. 

Cok. No ? how then ? 

Lan. A better way, fir, that is too learned and poe* 

* Jnd /bakes bis bead like AN hostler.] Tbefe refle^ons on the 
players were eafily entered into by the aadience of our author^s time. 
In tbe expreflion above, unlcfs, like other learned commentatorSy 
we fee more in the poet than he really intended, it is not impofiible 
but he glanced at a panicalar adtor, whofe name furniihed him widi 
aneq<iivocal allufion. There was one IVilL OftUr, a comedian, in 
thofe days, and who was generally a performer in JonA>n*s piecet; 
The pun, if one was defigned, tho^ unworthy of the poet, would 
pafs in that age of conundrums ; and unlefs we fuppofe fomething 
lof that kind intended, we m«ft imagine the boftUn then had a. fa- 
culty, which the prefent generation arc not poffefled of, 

deal 
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tical for our audience : what do they know what Hel- 
leQ)ont is ? guilty of true love's blood ? or what Abi* 
dos is ? or the other, Seftos hight ? 

Coh Th* art i* the right, I do not know my felf. 

Lan. No, I have entreated mailer Little-wit to take 
a little pains to reduce it to a more familiar ftrain for 
our people. 

Cok. How, I pray thee, good mafter Little-wit ? 

Littk-w. It pleafes him to make a matter of it, fir. 
But there is no fuch matter, I aflure you : I hav^ only 
made it a little eafy, and modern for the times, fir, 
that's all. As for the Hellefpont, I imagine our 
Thames here ; and then Leander I make a dyer's fon 
about Puddle- wharf : and Hero a wench o' the Bank- 
fide, who going over one morning to Old Fiih-flreet, 
Leander fpies her land at Trig-ftairs, and falls in love 
with her. Now do I introduce Cupid, having meta- 
morphos'd himfelf into a drawer, and he ftrikes Hero. 
in love with a pint of Iherry *, and other pretty paflages 
there are o'the friendfiiip, that will delight you, fir, and 
pleafe you of judgment. 

Cok. rU be fworn they (hall : I am in love with the 
a£tors already, and I'll "be allied to them prelently« 
(They refped gentlemen, thefe fellows :) Hero fhall 
be niy fairing: but which of my fairings? (Le'me 
fee) i'faith, my fiddle ! and Leander my fiddle-ftick : 
then Damon my drum \ and Pythias my pipe, and the 
ghoft of Dionyfius my hobby-horfe. All fitted. 

SCENE VL 

■ 

\Xo tbeni] ff^tn-wtfe^ Grace^ KnockbumJfVlntt^ Edgworth^ 
Win J Mfirefs Overdo^ and \to tbm] iVaffe. 

fPtn-w. Look yonder's your Cokes gotten in among 
his play-fellows % I thought we could not mifs him at 
fuch a fpedacle* 

Cra.Lct him alone^he is fo bufy he will never ipyus. 
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Lan. Nay good fir. 

Cok. I warrant thee I will not hurt her, fellow ; what 
doft think me uncivil i I pray thee be not jealous } I 
am toward a wife. [Cokes is bandlhg tbepufpus. 

Little-^. Well, g«od matter Lantern, make ready to 
begin, that I may fetch my wife, and look you be 
perfefk, you undo me elfe i' my repuution* 

Ltm. I warrant you, fir, do not you breed too great 
an expeftation of it among your mends % that's the 
only hurter of thefe things. 

LitiU^w. No, no, no. 

Cok. 1*11 ftay here and fee ; pray thee let me fee. 

Win^w. How diligent and trouoleibme he is ! 

Gra. The place becomes him, methinks. 

Juf. My ward, miftrcfs Grace, in the company of a 
ftranger ? I doubt I Ihall be compelled to difeover my 
felf before my time. 

Fil Two-pence apiece, gentlemen, an excellent 
motion. [7*^^ door-keepers fpeak. 

Km. Shall we have fine fire*works, and good va* 
pours? 

Sba. Yes, captain, and water-works too. 

Wbi. I pree dee take a care o' dy (hmall lady ther^ 
Edgworth : I will look to di(h tall lady my felt. 

Lan. Welcome gentlemen, welcome gentlemen. 

Wbi. Predee mamter o' de Monfliterfli, help a very 
fick lady here to a chair to Ibit in. 

Lan. Prefently, fir. 

fVhi. Good fait now, Urfla's ale and aqua-vitae ifh 
to blame for'ts fiiit down, (hweet-heart, (hit down and 
fieep a little. [SH^ipy bring Mrs. Overdo a chair. 

Edg. Madam, you are very welcome hither. 

Kno. Yes, and you fliall fee very good vapours. 

Juf. Here is my care come I I like to fee him in 
fo good company : and yet I wonder that perfons of 
fuch faihion (hould refort hither 1 [By Edgworth. 

Edg. 
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EJg. There is a very private houfe» madam. 

[Tii cuhpurfe courts mifirefs UitU-ioit: 

Lan. Will it pleafe your ladylhip fit, madam ? 

Win. Yes, goodman. They do fo all-to-bc-madam 
me, I think they think me a very lady ! 

Edg. What elfe, madam ? 

Win. Muft I put oflF my mafque to him ? 

Edg. O, by no means. 

Win. How Ihould my hufband know me then ? 

Kno. Huiband ? an idle vapour, be muft not know 
you, nor you him ! there's the true vapour. 

Juf. Yea, I will obferve more of this : is this a 
lady, friend ? 

Wbi. I, and dat is anoder lady, fhweet-heart ; if 
c]ou halht a mind to *em, give me twelve*pence from 
tee, and dou (halt have eder-oder on *em. 

Juf. I ? this will prove my chicfcft enormity : I 
will follow this. 

Edg. Is not this a finer life, lady, than to be clogg'd 
with a huiband f 

Win. Yes, . a great deal. When will they begin, 
trow ? in the name o* the motion ? 
' Edg. By and by, madam \ they ftay but for com- 
pany. 

Kno. Do you hear, puppet-mailer, thefe are tedious 
Tapours, when begin you ? 

Lan. We ftay but for mafter Little- wit, the author, 
who is gpne for his wife ; and we b^in preiently. 

Win. That's I, that's I. 

Edg. That was you, lady \ but now you are no 
fttch poor thing. 

Kno. Hang the author's wife, a running vapour ! 
here be ladies will ftay for ne'er a Delia o' 'em all. 

Wbi. But hear me now, here ifli one o' de ladiih 
alhleep, ftay till ihec but vake, man* 

Waf. How nowi friends ? what's here to do ? 

Fil. 
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FiL Two-pcncc a-picce, fir, the bcft motion in the 
Fair; [Tbe door-keepers again. 

Waf. I believe you lie 5 if you do, TU have my 
money again, and beat you. 
Win. Numps is come ! 

Waf. Did you fee a mafter of mine come in here, 
a tall young Tquire of Harrow o* the Hill, mafter 
Bartholomew Cokes ? 
FiL I think there be fuch a one within. 
Waf. Look he be, you were beft : but it is very- 
likely : I wonder I found him not at all the reft. I ha* 
been at the Eagle, and the Black Wolf, and the Bull 
with the five legs and two pizzles : (he was .a calf at 
Uxbridge-Fair two years agone :) and at the dogs that 
dance the morrice, and the hare of the Tabor ; and 
mift him at all thefe ! Sure this muft needs be fome 
'fine fight that holds him fo, if it have him. 
Cok. Come, come, are you ready now ? 
han. Prefcntly, fir, 

Waf. Hoyday, he's at work in his doublet and hofe \ 
do you hear, fir ?> are you employed, that you are bare- 
headed and fo bufy ? 

Cok. Hold your peace, Numps; you have been i* 
theftocks, I hear. 

Waf. Do*s he know that ? nay, then the date of my 
authority is out ; I muft think no longer to reign, my 
government is at an end. He that will corred: ano- 
ther muft want fault in himfelf. 

Win-w. Sententious Numps I I never heard fo much 
from him before. 

Lan. Sure mafter Little-wit will not come ; pleafe 
you take your place, fir ; we'll begin. 

Cok. I pray thee do, mine ears long to be at it, and 
my eyes too^ O Numps, i* the ftocks, Numps ? 
Where's your fword, Numps ? 

Waf. 
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Waf. I pray you intend your game^ fir, let me 

alone. 

Cok. Well then, we arc quit for alK Come, fit 
down, Numps ; Til interpret to thee : did you fee 
miftrefs Grace ? It's no matter, neither, now I think 
on't, tell me anon. 

fFin-w. A great deal of love and care he exprefles. 

Cra. Alas 1 would you have him to exprefs more 
than he has i that were tyranny. 

Cok. Peace, ho^ now^ now. 

Juan. ^* Gentles, that no longer your expedadona 
*' may wander, 
<< Behold our chief ador, amorous Leanden 
^* With a great deal of cloth, lapp*d about him like a 

« fcarf, 
*• For he yet ferves his father, a dyer at Puddle-wharf; 
** Which place we'll make bold with, to call it our Abidus, 
^* As the Bank-fide is our Seftos ; and let it not be 

" dcny'd us. 
<« Now as he is beating, to make the dye take the fuller, 
*« Who chances to come by, but fairHero in a fcuUeri 
^^ And feeing Leander's naked leg and goodly calf, 
<^ Caft at him from the boat a fiieep's eye and an half. 
^^ Now fhe is landed, and the fculler come back, 
<^ By and by you fhall fee what Leander doth Jack. 
« Pup. L. Cole, Cole, old Cole. 
** Lan. That is the fcullcr*s name without controuL 
Pup. L. Cole, CoJe, I fay. Cole. 
Lan. We do hear you. 
Pup. L. Old Cole. 
** Lan. Old Cole ? is the dyer turn'd collier ? how 

** do you fell ? 
** Pup. L. A pox o* your manners, kifs my hole 

** here, andfmell. 
*• Lan, Kifs your hole and fmell ? there's manners 
" indeed. 

« Pup. 
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«« Pup. L. Why, Cole, I fay, Colcl 

•• Lan. It's the fcuUer you need. 

** Pup. £.* I, and be hang'd. 

<^ Lan. Be hang'd ; k>ok you yonder; 
^ Old Cole, you muft go hang with mafter Leander. 

«* Pup. C. Where is he ? 

** Parp. L. Here, Cole : what faireft of fairs^ 
^Was that fare that thou landedftbut now atTrig-ftairs?'' 

Cok. What was that, fellow ? pray thee tell mc, I 
fcarce underftand 'em. 

** Lan. Leander do's afk, fir, what faireft of fairs^ 
^* Was the fare he landed but now at Trig-itairs ? 

«* Pup. C. It is lovely Hero. 

«« Pup. L. Nero ? 

«« Pup. C. No, Hero. 

•* Lan. It is Hero 
^« Of the Bank-fide, he fkith, to tell you truth without 

•* erring, 
•• Is come over intoFi(h-ftrcct to eat fome frefli herring. 
*^ Leander fays no more, but as faft as he can, 
^ Gets on all hisbeft clothes,and will after to theSwan.** 

Cok. Moft admirable good, is't not ? 

** Lan. Stay, fculler. 
. ^ Pup. Ci What fay you ? 

** Lan. You rooft ftay for Leander, 
** And carry him to the wench. 

•' Pup. C. You rogue, I am no pandar.'* 
. Cok. He iays he is no pandar. 'Tis a fine language ; 
I underftand it now. 

**' Lan. Are you no pandar, goodman Cole ? here's 
*' no man fays you are : 
** You'll grow a hot cole, it feems, pray you ftay for 

** your fare. 
: «« Pup. C. Will he come away ? 

** Lan. What do you fay ? 

** Pup. C. I'd ha' him come away^ 

« Lan. 
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^ Lan. Would you ha' Leander come away ? why^ 
«* pray fir, ftay. 
** You 're angry,goodmanCole; I believe the fair maid 
<* Came over wi£ you a' truft : tell us» fculler> are 
** you paid. 
^* Pup. C. Yes, goodman Hogrubber o* Pickthatch. 
«« Lm. How ? Hc^rubber o'Pickt-batch. 
*< P«^. C. I, Hogrubber o' Pickt-hatch. Take you 
that. \Tb€ Pufpetftrika him over the pate. 

^ Lm. O, my head 1 
<« Pup. C. Harm watch, harm catch." 
Cck. Harm watch, harm catch, he fays ; very good 
i* fttth ; the fcuUer had like to ha' knock'd you, firrah« 
Lan. Yes, but that his fare call'd him away. 
** Pi^. L. Row apace, row apace, row, row, row, 

•* row, row. 
*^ Zan. You are knavilhly loaden, fcuUer, take heed 

*• where you go. 
*^ Pup. C. Knave r your face, goodman rogue* 
** Pup. L. Row, row, row, row, row.** 
Cok. He faid, knave i* your face, friend. 
Lan. I, fir, I heard him. But there's no talking to 
thefe watermen, they will ha* the laft word. 

Cek. God's my li^ I I am not allied to the fculler 
yet ; he (hall be Dauphin my boy. But my fiddleHick 
do's fiddle in and out too much : I pray thee fpeak to 
him on't ; tell him I would have him tarry in my 
fight more. 

Lan. I pray you be content -, you'll have enough on 
him, fir. 

** Now, gentles, I take it, here is none of you fo fl:upid, 
^* But that you have heard of a little god of love 

[call'd Cupid ; 
*^ Who out of kindnefs to Leander, hearing he but faw 

[her, 
*^ This prefent day and hour doth turn himfelf to a 
** drawer. 

t "And 
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«< And becaufe he would have their firft metttng to be 

fmerry, 

** He ftrikes Hero in love to him with a pint of fherry ; 

" Which he tells her from amorous Leander is fent her, 

** Who after him into the room of Hero doth venture. 

[Puppet Leander goes into nUftrefs Heroes room. 

** Pup. Jo. A pint of fack, fcore a pint of fack i* the 
** Conney. 

Cok. Sack ? you faid but e*en now it fhould be fherry* 

•* Pup. Jo. Why fo it is ; (hcrry, Iherry, ftierry." 

Cok. Sherry, ftierry, (hcrry. By my troth he makes 
me merry. 1 muft have a name for Cupid too. Let 
me fee, thou might'ft help me now, an' chou wouldeft, 
Numps, at a dead lift ; but thou art dreaming o* the 
Ikocks ftill. Do not think on*t, I have forgot it; 
'tis but a nine day's wonder, man % let it not trouble 
thee. 

H^af. I would the ftocks were about your neck, fir j 
condition I hung by the heels in them till the wonder 
were oflF from you, with all my heart. 

Cok. Well faid, refolute Numps ; but hark you, 
friend, where's the friendihip all this while between 
my drum Damon, and my pipe Pythias ? 

Lan. You (hall fee by and by, fir. 

Cok. You think my hobby-horfe is forgotten too ; 
no, ril fee 'em all ena£t before I go ; I fhall not know 
which to love bcft clfe. 

Kno. This gallant has interrupting vapours, trou- 
blefome vapours ; Whit, puff with him. 

fVbit. No, I pre dee, captain, let him alone s he is 
a child i' faith, la. 

*' Lan. Now gentles, to the friends, who in number 
" are two, 
•* And lodg'dinthatale-houfein which fairHerodo'sdo. 
*' Damon ^^for feme kindncfs done him the laft week) 
•* Is come, fair Hero, in Fifh-ftrcet, this morning to 
" feck : 

" Pythias 



Bartholomew Fair. , 40! 

^ Pythias docs fmcU the knavery of the tneedng, 
** And now you (hall fee their true friendly greeting* 
«« Pup. P. You whore-mafterly (lave, you/* 
Cok. Whore-mafterly flavc you ? very frieadly and 

familiar, that. 

« Pup. D. Whore-mafter i* thy face, 
5*Thou haft lain with her thy felf,rilprove*t i'thisplacc.*^ 

Cok. Damon fays Pythias has lain with her himfeif» 
he'll prove't in this place. 

?* Lan. They arc whore- matters both, fir, that's n 
^' plain cafe. 

«« Pup. P. You lie like a rogue. 

« Lan. Do I lie like a rogue ? 

« Pup. P. A pimp and a fcab. 

•• Lan. A pimp and a fcab ? 
^* I fay, between you, you have both but one drab. 

« Pup. D. You lie again. 

•« Lan. Do I lie again ? 

<« Pup. D. Like a rogue again, 

«• Lan. Like a rogue again ? 

" Pup. P. And you are a pimp again.** 

C^it. And you are a pimp again, he fays^ 

** P«/>. D. And a, fcab again/* 

Oit. And ^ fcab again, he fays. 

" La^, Aod I fay again, you arc both whorc-maftcri 
V again. 
«« And you have both but one drab again, ^eyfigtti 

" Pup. D. P. Doft thou, doft thou, doft thou f 

^« Lan., What, both at once ? 

*• Pup. P. Down with hind, DamoDu 

" Pup. D. Pink bis guts,, Pythias^ 

•* l^n. What fo malicious ? 
«< Will ye murder me^ matters both, i* my own houfc ?•* 

Cok. Ho ! well afted, my drumj^ well aftcd,, my 
pipe, well aded ttill. 

ffTaf. Well aftcd^ wit;h all my heart 

Voi. m. C c « Lani 
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•* Lan. Hold, hold your hands." 

Cok. I, both your hands, for my fake ! for you ha' 
tx)th done well. 

•* Pup. D. Gramercy, pure Pythias. 

** Pup. P. Gramercy, dear Damon.'* 

Cok* Gramercy to you both, my Pipe and my Dnim. 

•' Pup. P. D. Come now we'll together to breakfaft 
^^ to Hero, 

•^ Lan. 'Tis well you can now go to breakfaft to 
« Hero. 
*• You have given me my breakfaft, with a hone and 
•* honero." 

Cok. How is't, friend, ha* they hurt thee ? 

Lan. O no I 
Between you and I, fir, we do but make (how. 
•* Thus, gentles, you perceive, without any denial, 
•• 'Twixt Damon and Pythias here, friendlhip's true 

^* trial. 
•* Tho* hourly they quarrel thus, and roar each with 

*^ other, 
♦• They fight you no more than do's brother with brother; 
*• But friendly together, at the next man they meet, 
•• They let fly their anger, as here you might fce't.**. 

Cok. Well^ we ha^e feen't, and thou haft felt it, 
whatfoever thou fayeft. What's next, what's next ? 

♦• Lan. This while young Leander with fair Hero 
** is drinking, 
" And Hero grown drunk to any man's thinking! 
** Yet was it not three pints of Iherry could flaw her, 
♦* Till Cupid diftihguilh'd like Jonas the drawer, 
** From under his apron, where his lechery lurks, 
^ Put love in her fack. Now mark how it works. 

*« Pup. H. O Leander, Leander, my dear, my dear 
** Leander, 
?? I'll for ever be thy goofc, fo tbQU*lt be ipy gander.^ 
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Cok. Excellently well faid. Fiddle, fhe'U ever be his 
goofe, fo he'll be her gander ; was*t not fo ? 
Lan. Yes, fir, but mark his anfwer now. 
«* Pup. L. And fweeteft of geefc, before I go to bed, 
** FU fwim o'er the Thames, my goofe, thee to tread/* 
Cok. Brave ! he will fwim o*er the Thames, and 
tread his goofe to-night, he fays. 

Lan. I, peace, fir, they'll be angry if they hear you 
eaves- dropping, now they are fetting their match. 
** Pup. L. But left the Thames fhould be dark, my 
•* goofe, my dear friend, 
** Let thy window be provided of a candle's end. 
" Pup. H. Fear not, my gander, I proteft I fliould 
" handle 
** My matters very ill, if I had not a whole candle. 
Pup. L. Well then, look to't, and kifs me to boot. 
Lan, Now here come the friends again, Pythias 
** and Damon, \pamon and Pythias enter. 

f ^ And under their clokes they haveof baco< \ a gammon. 
*• Pup. P. Drawer, fill fome wine here.** 
Lan. How fome wine there ? 
There's company already, fir, pray forbear! 
" Pup. D. 'Tis Hero. 
** Lan. Yes, but flie will not be taken, 
•* After fack and frefh-herring, with your Dunmow- 
« Pup. P. You lie, it's Weftfabian. [bacon. 

*• Lan. Weftphalian you fhould fay. 
•• Pup, D. If you hold not your peace, you are a 
** coxcomb I would fay. 

[Leander and Hero are kijjing. 
•• Pi(^. What's hcre,what*s here ? kifs, kifs, upon kifs? 
** Lan. I, wherefore fhould they not ? what harm is 
" in this ? 
f * •Tis miftrefs Hero. 

•* Pup. D. Miftrefs Hero's a whore. 
•^ Lan. Is fhe a whore ? keep you quiet, or fir knatti 
^< out of door. 

Cc z *' Pup. 
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** Pup. D. Knave out of door ? 
*^ Pup. H. Yes, knave out of door. 
f5ft'^ «« Pfip^ J), Whore out of door. 

[Here the puppets quarrel and fall together ly 
the ears. 
•* Pup. H. I fay, knave out of door. 
T ** Pup. D. I fay. Whore out of door. 

^ Pup. P. Yea, fofay I too. 
«* Pup, H. Kifs the whore o* the arfe. 
** Lan. Now you have fomcthing to do ; 
«« You muft kifs her o' the arfe, (he fays. 
*« Pup. D. P. So we will, fo we will. 
** Pup.H.O tny haunches,0 my haunches, hold,hQld» 
«* Lan. Stand'ft thou ftill ? 
«« Leandcr, where art thou ? ftand'ft thou ftiU like a fot, 
«* And not offer'ft to break both their heads with a pot ? 
♦* See who's at thine elbow there ! puppet Jonas and 
Cupid. 
** Pup. y. Upon 'em, Leander, be not fo ftupid. 

iTbey fight. 
•* Pup. it You goat-bearded flave I 
** Pup. D.You whore-mafter knave. 
** Pup. i. Thou art ^ whore-mafter, 
«« Pup. J. Whore-mafters all. 
•• Xtf iy.See,Cupid with a word has tane up the brawl/* 
Kno. Thefe be fine vapours ! 
Cok, By this good day they fight bravely ! do they 
not, Numps? 

Waf. Ye3, they lack'd but yow to be their lecond 
^1 this while, 
<' Lan. This tragical encounter falling out thus to 
*' bufy us, 
^^ It raifes up the ghoft of their friend Dionyfius ; 
<* Not like a monarch, but the mailer of a fchool, 
** In a fcrivener's furr'd go wn, which fhews he is no fooI« 
■** JFor therein he hath wit enough to keep himielf wann<« 
^* O PamoHj he cries, and Pydiias, what harm 

rHath 
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** Hath poor Dionyfius done you in his graven 
** That after his death you fhould fall out thus and rave, 
** And call amorous lleandtr whore- mafter knave ? 
** Pup. D. I cannot, I will not, I promife you, en* 
dure it/' 

SCENE V* 

[To tbem] Bujy. 

Buf. Down with Dagon, down with Dagon j *tis 1^ 
v^ill no longer endure your profanations. 

Lan. What mean you, fir ? 

Buf. I will remove Dagon there, I fay, that idol, 
that heathenifh idol, that remains (as I may fay) a 
beam, a very beam, not a beam of the fun, nor a beaiA 
of the moon, nor a beam of a ballance, neither a houfe* 
beam, nor a weavers beam, but a beam in the eye, ill 
the eye of the brethren ; a very great beam, an ex- 
ceeding great beam ; fuch as arc your ftage-players, 
rimers, and morrice-dancers, who have walked hand 
in hand, in contempt of the brethren, and the caufe ^ 
and been born out by inftruments of no mean counte- 
nance* 

Lan. Sir, t prefent nothing but what is licensed by 
authority. 

Buf. Thou art all licence, even licciitioufnefs it felf, 
Shimei ! 

Lan. I have the mafter of the revels hand, for*tj 
fir. 

Buf The mafter of rebels hand thou haftj Satan's I 
hold thy peace, thy fcurrility, (hut np thy mouth, thy 
profeiTion is damnable, and in pleading fof it thou 
dofl: plead for Baal. I have long opened my mouth 
wide, and gaj^ed, I have gaped as the oyfter for the 
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tide, after thy deftruftion : but cannot compafs it hj 
fuit or difpute ; fo that 1 look for a bickering, ere long, 
and then a battel. 

Kno. Good Banbury vapours. 

Cok. Friend, you*d have an ill match on't, if you 
bicker with him here, though he be no man o' the 
fifl, he has friends that will to cuffs for him. Numps, 
will not you take our fide ? 

Edg. Sir, it (hall not need, in my mind he offers 
him a fairer courfe, to end it by difputadon ! hail 
thou nothing to fay for thy felf, in defence of thy 
quality ? 

Lan. Faith (ir, I am not welMludied in thefe con- 
trovcrfies, between the hypocrites and us. But here's 
one of my motion, puppet Dionyfius, (hall undertake 
him, and TU venture the caufe on't. 

Cok. Who ? my hobby-horfe ? will he difpute with 
him ? 

luin. Yes, fir, and make a hobby afs of him, I hope. 

Cok. That's excellent ! indeed he looks like the I]fcft 
fcholar of *em alK Come, fir, you muft be as good 
as your word now. 

Buf. I will not fear to make my fpirit and gifts 
known ! afiift me zeal, fill me, fill me, that is, make 
me full. 

IVin-w. What a defperate, prophane wretch is this ! 
is there any ignorance or impudence like his ? to call 
his zeal to fill him againft a puppet ? 

^a. I know no fitter match than a puppet to com- 
mit with an hypocrite 1 

Buf. Firft, I fay unto thee^ idol, thou haft no cal- 
ling. 

'' Pup. Bi. You lie, I am callM Dionyfius." 

Lan. The motion fays, you lie, he is caird Diony- 
fius i' the matter, and to that calling he anfwers. 

Euf. I mean no vocation, idol, no prcfent lawful 
calling. 
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" Pup. Df. Is yours a lawful calling ?** 

Lan. The motion afketh, if yours be a lawful calling. 
. Buf. yes, mine is of the fpirit. 

*' Pup. Di. Then idol is a lawful calling.** 

Lan, He fays, then idol is ^ lawful calling ; for yoU 
caird him idol, and your calling is of the Ipirit, 

Cok. Well difputed, hobby-horfe\ 

Buf. Take not part with the wicked, young gal- 
lant: he neigheth and hinnieth, all is but hinnying 
fophiftry. I call him idol again ; yet, I fay, his calling, 
his profeffion is prophane, it is prophane, idoK 

" Pup. Di, It is not prophane. 

Ijan. It is not prophane, he fays. 

Buf. It is prophane/ 

** Pup. It is not prophane. 

Buf. It is prophane. 

•* Pup. It is not prophane. 

Lan. Well faid, confute him with Not, ftill. You 
cannot bear him down with your bafe noife, fir. 

Buf Nor he me, with his treble creeking, though 
he creek like the chariot wheels of Satan ; I am zea- 
lous for the caufe 

Lan. As a dog for a bone. 

Buf And I fay, it is prophane, as being the page 
of Pride, and the waiting-woman of Vanity. 

** Pup. D. Yea ? what fay you to your tire-women» 
" then ?" 

Lan. Good. 

** Pup. Or feather- makers i* the Friers> that arc o* 

' Pup. Di. // is not prophane. 
Buf. // is prophane!] Mr. Selden (fee his Table Talk) bbferves on 
this paiTage, that the author intc nclfd fatirically to exprefs the vain 
difputes of divines, by Inigo Lanthorn's difputing with a puppet in 
Bartholomew Fair:. // isfoy it isnot/o: It it fo, it is not Jo : crying 
thus to one another a quarter of an hoar together. Mr. Selden 
quoted by memory, but this is the pafTage he meant ; and he calls 
him Inigo Lanthorn, becaufe Inigo Jone^^ as was remarked above, 
was fneered at in the character of Leatherhead. 
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•• your fa^on of faith ? Arc not they with their pe-' 
<< rukcs^ and their puffs^ their fans, and their hu£fs» 
•* as much pages of Pride, and waiters upon Vanity? 
•• What fay you ? what fay you ? what fay you ?** 

Buf. I will not anfwer for them. 

*' Pup, Becaufe you cannot, becaufe you cannot. Is 
<< a bugle-maker a lawful calling ? or the confed-ma- 
•* kers ? fuch you have there ; or your French fafhio- 
•* ner? you*d have all the fin within your fe/ves, 
•* would you not ? would you not ?** 

Buf. No, Dagon. 

•* Pup, What then, Dagonet ? is a puppet worfe 
" than thefe ?" 

Buf. Yes, and my main argument againft you is» 
that you are an abomination ; for the male, among 
you, putteth on the apparel of the female, and the 
female of the male. 

** Pup. You lie, you He, you lie abominably.** 

Cok. Good, by my troth, he has given him the lie 
thrice. 

^* Pup. It is your old ftale argument againft the 

players, but it will not hold againft the puppets } 
** for we have neither male nor female amongft us* 

And that thou may'ft fee, if thou wilt, like a mali- 
cious purblind zeal as thou art 1 

[The puppet takes upbis garment^ 

Edg. By my faith, there he has anfwer'd you, friend, 
by plain demonftration. 

«' Pup. Nay, rU prove, againft e'er a Rabbin of 
^* 'em all, that my ftanding is as lawful as his ; that I 
'* fpeak by infpiration, as well as he ^ that I have as 
^' little to do with learning as he i and do fcom her 
** helps as much as he.** 

Buf I am confuted, the caufe hath failed me. 

*' P«p. Then be converted, be cqnverted.'* 
Lan^ Be converted, I pray you, and let the play go 
ont 

■5^ 
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Bttf. Let it go on ; for I am changed^ and will be^ 
come a beholder with you I 

Cok. That's brave i'faith^ thou haft carried it away; 
faobby-horfe» on with the play ! 

Juf. Stay, now do I forbid ; I am Adam Overdo ! 
fitftillt I charge you. 

[7^^ Jujiice difcovers bimfelf. 

Cok. What, my brother i* law 1 

Gra. My wife guardian 1 

Edg. Jufticc Overdo ! 

Juf. It is time to take enormity by the forehead)' 
and brand it i for I have difcover'd enough. ^ 

SCENE VL 

[To them] ^arlous^ (like the mad-man:) Pw^e-erafti 
a while after) Uttle-wit : [to them] Trouhle-aUy Urfia^ 
Nightingale. 

^ar. Nay come, miftrefs bride ; you muft do as 
I do, now. You muft be mad with me, in truth. I 
have here juftice Overdo for it. 

Juft. Peace, good Trouble-all; come hither, and 
you (hall trouble none. I will take the charge of you, 
and your friend too ; you alfo, young man, Ihall be 
my care ; ftand there. 

[To the cut-pterfe^ and ndHrefs JJt tie-wit. 

Edg. Now, mercy upon me. 

Kno. Would we were away, Whit, thefe are dan- 
gerous vapours, beft fall off with our birds for fear o* 
the cage. [The reft arejtealing away^ 

Juf. Stay, is not my name your terror ? 

^fln. Ye(h faith man, and it ifli for tat we would 
be gone, man. 

Lit. O gentlemen ! did you not fee a] wife of mine? 
I ha' loft my little wifey as I fhall be trufted : my 
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little pretty Win. I left her at the great woman'5 
houfc in truft yonder, the pig-woman's, with captain 
Jordan, and captain Whit, very good men, and I 
cannot hear of her. Poor fool, I fear (he's ftcpp'd 
afide. Mother, did you not fee Win ? 

Juf, If this grave matron be your mother, fir, ftand 
by her, Et digiio compefce labellum^ I may perhaps 
fpring a wife for you anon. Brother Bartholomew, I 
am fadly forry to fee you fo lightly given, and fuch 
a difciple of enormity, with your grave governor 
Humphrey : but ftand you both there, in the middle 
place \ I will reprehend you in your courfe. Miftxds 
Grace, let me refcue you out of the hands of the 
firanger. 

tVin-w. Pardon me, fir, I am a kinfman of hers; 
Juf. Are you fb P of what name, fir ? 
ff^in-w. Win-wife, fir. 

Juf. Matter Win^wife? I hope you have won no 
wife of her, fir : if you have, I will examine the pof- 
fibility of it, at fit leifure. Now, to my enormities : 
look upon me, O London ! and fee me, O Smithfield ! 
the example of Juftice, and mirrour of magiftrates ; 
the true top ot formality, and icourge of enormity. 
Hearken unto my labours, and but obferve my difco* 
veries ; and compare Hercules with me, if thou 
dar'ft, of old ; or Columbus, Magellan, or our coun^ 
try- man Drake of later times : ftand forth you weeds 
of enormity, and fpread. [to Bufy,] Firft, Rabbi Bufy, 
thou fuperlunatical hypocrite: [to Lantern ^^ Next, 
thou other extremity, thou prophane profefibr of pup- 
petry, little better than poetry : [to the borfe-courjir 
and cut'furfe] Then thou ftrong debaucher and ledu* 
cer of youth ; witnefs this ea(y and honeft young 
man : [to captain Whit^ and miftrefs Uttk-witJ] Now 
thou efquire of dames, madams, and twelve-penny 
ladies : now my green madam her felf^ of the price » 
let me unmaflc your ladyfhip. 
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Lit. O my wife, my wife, my wife ! 

Juf. Is (he your wife ? redde te Harpocratem I 

Enter Trouile-all. 

frou. By your leave, ftand by my matters, be un* 
covered. 

Urf. O ftay him, ftay him, help to cry. Nightingale 5 
my pan, my pan, 

Juf. What's the matter ? 

Nig. He has ftoln gammar Urfla's pan. 

^rou, Ye$, and I fear no man but jufticc Overdo.' 

Juf. Urfla ? where is (he ? O the fow of enormity, 
this ! welcome, ftand you there -, you, fongfter, there, 

[To Urfla and Nightingale. 

Urf. An* pleafe your wor(hip, I am in no fault : a 
gentleman ftripp'd him in my booth, and borrowed 
his gown, and his hat \ and he ran away with my 
goods here for it. 

Juf. Then this is the true mad-man, and you are the 
enormity ! [To parlous. 

^ar. You are i* the right •, I am mad, but from the 
gown outward. 

Juf Stand you there. 

^ior. Where you pleafe, fir. 

Over. O lend me a bafon, I am fick, I am fick ; 

where's mr. Overdo ? Bridget, call hither my Adam. 

[Mrs. Overdo isjickj and her hufband isftlenc^d. 

Juf How ? 

fVhi. Dy very own wife, i* fait, wor(hipful Adam. 

Over. Will not my Adam come at me ? (hall I fee 
him no more then } 

^uar. Sir, why do you not go on with the enor- 
mity ? arc you opprefsM with it ? I'll help you : hark 
you, fir, i* your car; your innocent young man, you 
have ta*en fuch care of all this day, is a cut-purfe, 
that hath got all your brother Cokes's things, and 
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helped you to your beating, and the ilocks ; if you 
have a mind to hang him now, and (hew him your 
magiftrates wit, you may : but I fhould think it were 
better recovering the goods, and to fave your eftima- 
tion in him. I thank you, fir, for the gift of your 
ward, mrs. Grace : look you, here is your hand and 
feal, by the way. Mr. Win-wife give you joy, you 
are Palemon, you are poilefl: o' the gentlewoman, but 
(be rouft pay me value, here's warrant for it. And^ 
honeft mad-man, there's thy gown and cap again ; 
I thank thee for my wife: [To the widow] Nay, I can 
be mad, fweet-heart, when I pleafe ftill •, never fear 
me : and careful Numps, where's he ? I thank him for 
my licence. 

Waf. How ! \TFafpe mjfub the licence, 

^uar. *Tis true, Numps. 
^af. rU be hang'd then. 

^uar. Look i* your box, Numps } nay, fir, ftand 
not you fix'd here, like a (lake in Finfbury, to be 
Ihot at, or the whipping- poll i* the Fair, but get your 
wife out o' the air, it will make her worfe elfe ; and 
remember you are but Adam, flelh and blood ! you 
have your frailty, forget your other name of Overdo, 
and invite us all to fupper. There you and I will 
compare our difcoveries ; and drown the memory of 
all enormity in your biggeft bowl at home. 

Cok. How now, Numps, ha* you loft it ? I warrant 
'twas when thou wert i' the ftocks : Why doft not 
fpeak! 

ff^af. I will never fpeak while I live again, for ought 
I know. 

Juf. Nay, Humphrey, if I be patient, you muft be 
fo too -, this pleafant conceited gentleman hath wrought 
upon my judgment, and prevailed : I pray you take 
care of your fick friend, miftrefs Alice, and my gcKxl 
friends all— ^ 



Bartholomew Fair. 413 

^uar. And no enormities. 

Juf. I invite you home with fne to my houfe to 
fupper : I will have none fear to go along, for my in« 
tents are ad correSionemj non ad deftruSiionem ; ad adi^ 
ficandum^ non ad diruendum : to lead on. 

Cok. Yes, and bring the aftors along, weMl ha' the 
reft o* the pUy at home. 



THE 



THE 

E P I L O G U E 

YOUR Majefty hath feen the play, and you 
Can bed: allow it from your ear and view« 
You know the fcope of writers, and what ftore 
Of leave is given them, if they take not more. 
And turn it into licence : you can tell 
If we have us'd that leave you gave us, well : 
Or whether we to rage or licence break. 
Or be prophane, or make prophane men fpeak : 
"This is your power to judge ( great fir) and not 
The envy of a few. Which if we have got. 
We value lefs what their diflike can bring. 
If it fo happy be, t* have pleas'd the King. 



The End of VOL- IIL 
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